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FRIDA 


She had said to me “I wanna a little restaurant” with this 
Mexican accent which added to her natural charm and this 
determination which shone in her intense gaze. So I asked the 
taxi driver to take us to this quiet little restaurant, Rue des 
Lilas, in the fifth, where I liked to eat when I was a student. 

The “P’tit Paris” wasn’t much to look at outside, but inside 
I found, even twelve years later, the same cozy atmosphere of 
yesteryear, the same smells, this cheeky mix of good food and 
spring tile. “Come on, over there, in the background, we’ll be 
quiet.” Frida clung tightly to my arm to hide her lameness as 
much as possible. She lifted her beautiful face to me and 
smiled at me. She seemed happy. 

When we seated face to face, I was able to watch her, at 
will, scrutinizing the map, her large, lively and concentrated 
eyes, her extremely mobile eyebrows, which undulated like 
the encephalogram of her moods, her mouth that alternated 
pouts, half-smiles, pursed lips and a few words she 
murmured in Spanish. 

Suddenly, no doubt conscious of my gaze on her, she 
raised her face to me, questioningly: “You don’t take 
anything?” I smile at her, a little embarrassed. “Yes, yes, but 
your face is worth a whole meal you know.” She laughed at 
my compliment and looked back at the menu, in the wine 
page, I believe. “You are going to fall in love. Be careful!” she 
said without looking at me. It was my turn to laugh. I was 
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already in love with this woman. Who didn’t immediately 
fall in love with Frida, whether you were a man or a woman?! 

When the waiter had taken our order, I invited her to raise 
our glass of Martini to Paris and art. But she refused Paris. 
“No! I don’t like Paris. It’s too dirty! 

- Oh, I said, falsely appalled. So what else? 

- Art, yes. The other ... Love! Art and love! Salud! 

— Salud!” 

She brought the glass to her lips, without taking her eyes 
off me. After a sip, she asked me, like that, directly: “Do you 
want me?” 

I had the presence of mind to spot the tiny flash of 
mischief in the back of her eyes. So I decided to play her 
game: “Yes, there, right away, on the table!” She burst out 
laughing for a moment, baring the ivory of her teeth. Then, 
pretended to recover: “Hey! Hombre! Why no?! Imagine, the 
great Frida Kahlo making love on the table of a Parisian 
restaurant!” and she laughs again. “I love your freedom of 
mind ... and body, Frida! Where did you learn to be free, to 
feel so free? In art as in love! 

- You know ... When you catch the disease at six years old 
and you have a leg that still remains at six years old, but you 
continue to grow, so... You want to be a bird, to fly, you want 
to be free and do what you want. I believe it comes from 
there.” 

She intentionally slid her hand towards me on the table. I 
reached out and touched that artist’s hand. It was warm and 
full of energy. It turned around and took my hand to squeeze 
its fingers with passion. I do believe that my heart quivered. 
There was something electric that seemed to pass between 
us. I looked at her face, such a beautiful face where the 
courage to live and the love of life could be read. At that 
moment, I believe that Frida was right: I seriously began to 
feel in love with her. 

She smiled at me kindly, with a hint of mockery, like a kid 
plotting a bad trick, it seemed to me. “Do you like my 
pinturas>?” At the time, her question surprised me. “Um” I 
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said hesitantly. I loved the artist. And I was starting to fall in 
love with the woman, but her paintings ... it wasn’t really my 
cup of tea. In front of my embarrassment, our hands were 
detached naturally. And that’s at this moment the blade of 
her dagger sank into my heart. She tilted her head to the side 
and ... There was so much love in her eyes! “It’s okay, you 
know. We can’t love all things. I believe to love my pinturas 
you have to understand how I do my pinturas.” 

I shook my head, before lowering it, ashamed of my lack of 
sensitivity. Her hand took mine again. “I really like men ... 
How do you say in France ... Sinceros?!” 

I lifted my head to look at her again. “Yes, sincere, that’s 
right, sincere. 

- You don’t pretend to like my pinturas, that’s right. I like 
that too. Yeah, I’ll tell you about my pinturas. Yeah, I’ll tell 
you... 
I adored this voice, a rather deep, of an Iberian woman and 
I remained suspended on her lips, waiting like a revelation. 

“T’ll tell you, she said a third time, shaking her head gently. 
My pinturas are not ... arte grandioso! My pinturas are pain. 
You know. From the suffering. I pinture with my suffering. 
l’am lying on my back, like that and there’s ... the cosa above 
me and I see my face full of pain and I pinture with that. Do 
you understand? she told me with such intensity. And she 
burst out laughing again: “I made you cry, I’m happy!” and 
she looked like a mischievous and cruel little girl. 

My eyes were indeed more than misty. I retrieved my 
hand, my hands to wipe away my tears. I had been stupid. 
How I loved this woman and her pinturas which were not 
“sreat art.” How I hoped my watery eyes would earn me her 
forgiveness. 


” 


JCON TV 


“Lord? My lord? What should we call You? 

—Jesus, it’s okay with Me. Jesus. Okay? 

-—Jesus, okay, Jesus. Uh... So You’re back to “save the 
world.” Uh... This time, it might be more difficult, right? 

- For sure! (and He burst out laughing). For sure! Probably 
redeeming all your sins and having Me crucified by ISIS is not 
enough. Yeah, yeah, yeah, I’m gonna have to do a little more 
this time. 

-Um yes. Do You havea program? A plan? 

- Yes, Ithink so. Plan A and plan B. And even plan C, just in 
case. 

-Okay, plan A? One may know? This is going to be of 
interest to our millions of viewers watching You. 

- Okay! Plan A ... has already begun. 

-Is that so?! Al-al-ready?! Uh, what is it? 

- Well, the pandemic! (and Jesus winked at the camera, 
carnivorous smile). 

— Uh, don’t tell me ... It’s You?! 

— Ah, no, not Me directly. It’s the Other up there. The Big 
Boss (He said, raising and shaking His thumb). 

- And... willit work? (says the journalist, horrified). 

-Well, already, if you stopped getting vaccinated and 
wearing your masks, it would go faster. But hey, it’s only a 
matter of time. He is manufacturing all the necessary 
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variants of viruses for the operation to succeed. And it will 
work, believe in Me! Do you believe in Me? By the way. 

-Uh, yes, yes, I believe in Jesus. But there ... It’s ... It’s 
serious, isn’t it? 

— What’s serious? 

— Well, all those deaths. 

- They go directly to “heaven!” How serious is it? 

— Ah, well, it’s true seen like that. But, You expect to make 
how many ... many ... deaths? 

- We calculated that to recover the planet it was necessary 
to reduce the human sample size to 500... 

— 500?!!! (cried the journalist, eyes bulging in panic). 

Jesus waved His flat hand up, inviting the guy to increase 
the number. 

- 500 thousand?! 

Jesus shook His flat hand up again. 

- 500 million?! 

- Bingo! Half a billion. It’s good?! To reboot. Notice, that’s 
between us, but He (and Jesus looked up), He wanted a round 
500. We explained to Him that there was a risk of extinction 
and that we had to preserve genetic diversity and all the 
stuff. So we decided that, 500 millions. It’ll be fine, don’t 
worry. 

-Ah, it’ll clear up, that’s for sure (said the journalist, 
shaking his head). But all these bereavements ... 

- Ah, listen, the New Alliance that I propose is precisely to 
accept with love “all these bereavements” as you say. 
Anyway, you were off to do it yourself by screwing up the 
whole planet even more. So it’s better that way. A good global 
pandemic and presto! Get out! (and He laughed). 

-Okay... Okay... A pandemic. But after? That'll be 
enough, right? 

-— No. No! Have you seen this shit? It’s all fucked up! A big 
clear-out is needed. 

- Okay. A clear-out. Can we know a little more? 
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- Yes, yes, no problemo! The whole artifact will disappear, 
like that, all of a sudden, damn it! (and He snapped His 
fingers). 

-The art... ti... (the journalist found it hard to swallow 
his saliva). The artifact, what are You thinking about? 

- Well, everything that is not in the order of nature. It’s 
not more complicated. 

-Smartphones, cars? (attempted the journalist with a 
forced smile). 

— The whole artifact! ALL! You will end up naked! (and He 
burst out laughing again). “Be fruitful and increase in number; 
fill the earth and subdue it!” (says Jesus, sententious, raising up 
an index finger to the sky). Well, that’s all over! It’s all gone 
way too far! Game’s over! You are going to be half a billion 
nudist Adams and Eves, and you will already have to well 
scatter yourselves to use natural resources without punching 
in the face again. 

— Wow! Ah, it’s going to be zen! 

- As you say, puffy! Zen! Gone are cars, planes, nice houses, 
power stations, computers and everything else. It’s going to 
skin! I guarantee it! 

—Uh... And how do we live? Because all the same, the 
clothes, all that ... and to eat? 

— Rule over the fish of the sea and the birds of the air and 
every creature that crawls upon the earth. I have given you 
every seed-bearing plant on the face of all the earth, and 
every tree whose fruit contains seed. They will be yours for 
food. (declaimed Jesus, hallucinated gaze). 

-Isit ... Is it the Bible you’re quoting? 

- You'll have to figure fuck it out on your own. You want to 
get dressed, you're looking for vine leaves. You want to beak, 
you're going to pick fruit or catch a fish. No more 
complicated. 

-Good... (said the journalist, shaking his head slowly up 
and down). And, it stops there. We start from zero, 
practically. 

— Nope! We need one last thing: plan C! 
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-One more thing! (and he forces himself to laugh this 
time, nervously). 

— Yeah. The thing of phew!” 

(Writer’s note: At this point I don’t even know what it is 
yet. But I’m going to make myself some tea first, the 
inspiration is here!) 

“We're listening to you... 

— Without an interior change, you can imagine, we don’t 
give you 500 years to reconstruct everything.” 

And suddenly Jesus stood up and intoned in a loud voice: 
“You may eat freely from every tree of the garden, but you 
must not eat from the tree of the knowledge of good and evil; 
for in the day that you eat of it, you will surely die!” 

And Jesus pointed His Michelangelo finger at the camera, 
addressing everyone: “The path of the righteous man is beset 
on all sides by the inequities of the selfish and the tyranny of 
evil men. Blessed is he, who in the name of charity and good 
will, shepherds the weak through the valley of darkness, for 
he is truly his brother’s keeper and the finder of lost children. 
And I will strike down upon thee with great vengeance and 
furious anger those who would attempt to poison and 
destroy my brothers. And you will know My name is the Lord 
when I lay my vengeance upon thee.’ 

“You will lose knowledge! You will all become children of 
God again! Truly I tell you, the darkness will not pass as long 
as one of you keeps a crumb of knowledge in your mind. 
When all will have become idiots, then the day will break, 
then the great dawn of our Lord will illuminate the world!” 

And JC disappeared, like that, all of a sudden! 


‘Everyone will have recognized Samuel L. Jackson’s famous line in Pulp 
Fiction. 


PUT IT VERY DEEP 


“Nooooo! But what did I do?! But what did I do?! But stop me 
this thing Tonyyyy! (and his voice went into the treble as he 
stamped his feet on the limestone slabs). 

— Aaah! But how?! How do I do?! Robert I’m going crazy! 

—Come on, help me, come help me! (and the two tried to 
slow down the descent of the heavy stone door which was 
sliding inexorably towards the ground). 

- One can’t! One can’t! Do something Tony! 

— But what?! 

-I don’t know, slip under, quiiiick! 

- You think? 

- But yes, but yes! Go ahead! 

-Too late! Haaaa! (and the heavy door banged sharply 
against the slabs of the threshold, raising a small cloud of 
dust). 

- Here it is, here it is! Everything is your fault! 

— How so?! My fault! I remind you that it was you who tried 
to force the sarcophagus with a crowbar. I told you “don’t do 
that!”, “don’t do that!”, but you never listen to me, Robert! 
Robert does as he pleases and we are trapped in the burial 
chamber. We are going to die! Because of you! (he moaned 
and began to whine). 

-Oh stop whining! You exasperate me! We did say ... You 
agreed to accompany me? You agreed to slip into a group of 
visitors and slip away neither seen nor known? You agreed to 
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open this shitty sarcophagus and retrieve the treasure that 
must be inside?! Did you agree?! 

— Yeaaaaaaaaaah! (yelled Tony and his voice echoed in all 
directions between the six walls of their tomb). 

- But don’t scream like that, are you crazy or what?! Help 
me find a solution and stop panicking. There must be a way 
out of here. Anyway, I stick to the purpose of our break-in: 
I’m going to open this fucking sarcophagus! (and he picked 
up the crowbar again to go after the edge of the lid again). 

— Nooooooooooo! 

— What now?! 

— Robert! We have no network! Oh my God! Oh my God! 
What the fuck! 

-My poor darling, you only discover it now: in a rock 
pyramid the waves of smartphones don’t pass, it’s normal, 
it’s physical (he said, looking up at the ceiling and shaking his 
little hand). 

— But we can’t even call for help! 

-You have understood everything, my sweetheart. Drop 
your phone and come help me instead, I think I’m making a 
hit with this lid.” 

The two clung to the crowbar and the lid finally gave way 
and pivoted on the edge of the sarcophagus. Robert 
approached the mortuary container. 

-Don’t ask me to see that! A mummy! How awful! (and 
Tony took refuge in a corner of the room, squatting, his 
smartphone in both hands in front of his eyes). Robert, who 
had no such sentimentality, looked into the sarcophagus. 
“Tony! Come see! 

— Nooo! 

-Come see I tell you! 

—- What?! There’s a stiff? 

- No! Come see I tell you!” 

Tony eventually gets up and cautiously approaches the 
sarcophagus. “It’s sure, Robert, there’s no death?! I will not be 
able to see that, boo! 

- But no! Approach! It’s empty! 
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—It’s empty?! (squealed Tony as he hurriedly approached). 
Oh, well done! Oh, well done! Oh, well done! Oh, well done! 
There you have won everything! We won it all! We’re locked 
up in this horrible thing, we’re both going to die for nothing! 
For nothing! For nothing! For nothing! For nothing! (he 
stamped his feet, punching the air with his clenched little 
fists). 

-Oh, stop your hysteria Toto. There’s something painted 
at the bottom, come and see. It’s in hieroglyphics. You’re the 
expert, right?” 

Tony stopped his hysterical crisis and approached the edge 
of the sarcophagus again. He gazed into it. At the bottom 
were actually painted hieroglyphs. He frowned, waving his 
index finger from one end of the sacred text to the other. 
Then, after a minute, he took the thinker’s pose, finally ... In 
his own way: his left hand enclosing his bent right elbow, his 
right index finger in his mouth, looking up at the ceiling. 
Then, he leaned over the sacred text again and resumed his 
pose and leaned back again and resumed his pose ... “So?! 
Tony?! What does it say?! (made Robert, exasperated). 

— Ah! Robert! Robert! Listen! Don’t rush me or I'll lose all 
my means! Let me think a little! The hiero is not translated, it 
is interpreted. So leave me alone! (and he resumed his merry- 
go-round while Robert began to circle around the room, 
skimming the walls). “That’s it! I think I understand!” (Robert 
approached) “What does it say then? 

-It says... ‘Put... put it... deep...” In fact, I don’t 
understand this thing and there it must be... come on, let’s 
say “very deep.” But I don’t know what! But I don’t know 
what! 

-— Good, good, it’s good, come on! What’s the rest? 

-It’s ... “and the morning light shall arise.” 

- Okay! It gives “Put the stuff very deep in it and the 
morning light will rise,” right? That’s it?! 

— Yeaaah! That’s it! Well, I think! 
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- You think, you think, but it will not help us! What is that 
thing?! It looks like a spindle, a small stick, a swab, I don’t 
know! Help me! 

-— Maybe it’s a symbol of something else. I don’t know! 
Hooo!” 

Robert stood leaning over the sarcophagus, as if he himself 
understood the hieroglyphs. “Wait, isn’t that sexual?! (and he 
looked at Tony with his wide eyes). Tony rushed to the edge 
of the sepulcher. “Where do you see sex in there? Are you 
crazy?! (he said in a mixture of dismay and excitement). 

-But yes! Look! “Put... him... the thing... —finally you 
understood me - very deep... and the light of the morning 
will rise” that means that the door will reopen. No?!” 

Tony stepped back, shaking his head slowly, staring at the 
ceiling. “Rubbish! Rubbish!!! My poor darling! 

— What! It’s possible! We have to do it here. 

- Do what?! 

- Well, you know! Oh, Tooonyyy (and his voice became 
languorous). 

- What?! Right here?! They put cameras! They want to 
watch us! (And Tony walked around the funeral hall, head in 
the air, peering at the top of the walls, with a hallucinated 
look). 

- Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! LOL! Cameras from the time of the 
pharaohs! You're not okay?! 

-But what did you say? Does that mean we fuck? Right 
here?! 

— You'd like it, huh? Admit it (simpered Robert). 

-Good! As you like! After all... (and Tony started 
unbuttoning his slim jeans which hugged his plump little ass 
perfectly). 

— But he would! (launched Robert, shaking his head). Look! 
Come see! What is that? Do you want me to put it you “very 
deep?” The thing that mister-can’t-translate, what is it? Hey? 

~It’s a pestle. Where did you find this? 

-It was there, in the bottom. So! (made Robert, 
brandishing a beautiful pestle about thirty centimeters long 
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and two or three centimeters thick). I put it to you?! (he said 
sweetly, rolling his eyes, shaking his head, with a silly smile). 

-Stop that! (exclaimed Tony, adjusting his pants). Go 
around the walls instead, if there wasn’t an orifice! 

- Orifice! Uh, uh, uh! Orifice! It reminds me of something ... 

— Stop it honey. The shortest jokes ... Besides, I’m not in the 
mood for that at the moment.” 

The two circled slowly around the room, scrutinizing the 
mineral walls painted with mystical scenes, brushing the 
reliefs with their fingers, looking for a suitable orifice. “Moo! 
I’m not in the mood for that! Listen to this one. You were 
ready though. 

-Oh, stop it, Bob! I point out to you that it was you who 
thought of it first. And poof! 

— Poo! Poo! Poo! (said Robert in a shrill voice). There! There! 
There! Look! Pass me that fucking pestle! Look! It fits! It fits! 
Very deep! (and his voice became hysterical). 

- The doooooor!” 
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“I can’t hear my heart beating anymore... 

—- Normal, me neither. No one hears his heart beating. 

— Disagree! There are times when you can hear your heart 
beating. 

-— Oh yeah? Which ones? 

- Well... For example, when you make a great effort. Or 
when you feel a strong emotion. 

— Never experienced that. It’s surprising! 

-I’m not surprised at you. I even wonder if you have a 
heart. 

- And with what do I love you? Hey? With what? He said in 
a deliberately whiny voice and rolling his eyes, to show her 
that he had understood the joke. 

- Men often have the habit of loving without their heart. I 
don’t know how you do that, by the way. 

- The heart, the heart, it’s only a psychosomatic metaphor. 
Nothing more. Everyone, men, women, we love with our 
brain. According to me. 

— Well, Ido love with my heart, even you don’t like it. 

— Well I do love you with my brain, whether you like it or 
not.” 

She remained silent, still trying to listen to her heart 
beating. For her it was a proof of her love, of this love that she 
thought she still felt for “her” man. “Sorry darling, he said, we 
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went into the field of subjectivity and we just discovered that 
we are different. 

-In what? 

-I don’t know... In our sensibilities? Or in our ideas? 
These are just imaginings. 

-Or views from the heart!” And she pinched his ribs 
teasingly. He turned abruptly towards her and took her two 
hands, to control them. He didn’t really like tickling. He 
brought them to his mouth to kiss them tenderly and to 
justify his grip, looking at her with his laughing eyes. And 
she formulated the eternal question: “Do you love me?” 

He didn’t answer right away. Looking in her gaze for the 
hidden issues and the issues of the issues. “And you? Do you 
love me?” She released her hands from his and turned 
around, her back to him. He remained silent, again, 
hesitantly hesitating to get the words out ... Then he gave up, 
once more. He knew she would give up, too. They had known 
how to play the status quo game for so long. They had 
become experts. She, or he, would say the three magic words 
and the other would take them back, repeat them, like a 
convention, a password, to continue the game. 

But this time nothing happened. They remained silent, 
leaving the other the option of taking the first step. She was 
determined. She wanted too much something new... She 
would have liked to say... But she still couldn’t. He was 
indeterminate. He didn’t know, he didn’t know anymore. He 
just knew the method to get out of this mess. But how much 
longer would they last? He gently rubbed her back, a gentle 
caress. She closed her eyes automatically. 

She entered into herself, abandoning herself to her 
sensations. Finally, the three magic words slipped into her 
ear: “I love you.” There was also his breath, his own life which 
throbbed with her own. So, once again, she gave up trying to 
change universe. She turned to him to tell him in turn “I love 
you.” Their naked bodies married and their mouths joined 
and their arms entwined. They forgot their doubts, for a 
time, abandoning themselves to the exultation of the bodies. 
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And then ... That was it... It seemed to her that she felt her 
heart beating again ... 
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DON’T MESS AROUND BABY! 


“I can’t hear my heart beating anymore... 

— Normal, me neither. No one hears his heart beating. 

— Disagree! There are times when you can hear your heart 
beating. 

-— Oh yeah? Which ones? 

- Well... For example, when you make a great effort. Or 
when you feel a strong emotion. 

— Never experienced that. It’s bullshit! 

-I’m not surprised at you. I even wonder if you have a 
heart. 

- Yeah, I know your song: you’ve got a stone instead of the 
heart, you’ve got no heart ... It’s good squaw stuff. I love you 
baby, with or without heart. 

- Ah! Ah! That’s it! It’s starting again! “I love you.” I can’t 
figure out what you mean by that. And I haven’t understood 
your “I love you” for a long time. 

—I love you that’s all! There’s nothing to understand. 

-It’s easy. Too easy! There is nothing to understand. I 
want to understand. You will have done everything so that I 
no longer love you. I gave you ten times, a hundred times, 
your chance, as you asked. But no, mister always falls back 
into his faults ... 

- Shut up! Shut up a bit. What are you gonna do now? Hey? 
Call the cops! We’ll see! Hey! When you see them, ask them if 
they can hear their heart beating! and he burst out laughing. 
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She watched him laugh, laugh at her, but this time she felt 
no resentment. She had the situation well in hand. “Go ahead, 
laugh ...” She didn’t know if he had heard her. She just stared 
at him, eyes narrowed, with a smirk. “BITCH, UNTIE ME! he 
yelled. 

- Are you calling me a bitch?” 

He regained his self-control. “No, it’s just a swear word like 
that. Because I’m fed up. It’s not for you. What exactly is your 
plan? Are we going to stay like that for long? 

-Nothing worked, everything failed. You know why I 
won't call the cops. You know it. The system is against me. It 
is against women ... 

—It starts again ... 

- Yes! It starts again! And she felt really angry. It starts 
again because for more than ten years YOU START AGAIN! 
Again and again YOU START AGAIN! We will have tried 
everything. We separated for a while. But as soon as we go 
again together, you started again. You sent me to the 
hospital, you swore it was the last time and you started 
again. You went through the jail box, but you started again. 
You can’t help it, it’s stronger than you. The shrink was right. 
We did couple therapy and you started again ... 

- The shrink! Ah, this bitch! I’m start again because you’re 
pissing me off. Like now, you are MAKING ME ANGRY! You 
see I can yell too. 

- No need for demonstration, I know that only too well. 

— Because you don’t yell sometimes, don’t you? 

-Yes, I recognize it, I scream my rage, my pain, my 
suffering, my despair. I loved you. I have loved you. I may 
still love you... Ah, I don’t know anymore! You drive me 
crazy! 

-I’m not telling it you. “Crazy” is the right word. You could 
make a little effort. I’m not asking you much... 

- Yeah? And what are you asking me, exactly? 

- You know it honey, you know it...” He said with that 
manipulative smile she hated. 
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This time, she decided to play along. “Yes, I know that, she 
cooed. I have to satisfy all your desires ... Hmm? All your 
craps. I have to become your bitch, right? Hey? Say it, that I 
must become your slave.” 

He didn’t answer. It was obvious, so obvious to him. That’s 
all he wanted from this woman. From all women, for that 
matter. And that they welcome his angers, his frustrations, 
his obsessions, his fantasies, his perversions, all his 
perversions. He was looking at her with that lustful and 
sardonic smile that she knew him all too well. “Okay, go 
ahead chick. We’ve played enough, I think. Are you untying 
me? I swear, I won’t do anything to you. Go ahead ... 

- Okay. I’ll get a knife from the kitchen to cut your ties.” 

She went to the kitchen. She could hear her heart beating 
and it was not normal. Usually you don’t hear your heart 
beating. She felt in a daze, as if she was there, without being 
there. She took the largest of the knives. The one used to cut 
the lamb. 

When he saw her, at the entrance to the living room, the 
big knife in her hand and her hallucinated gaze, he began to 
panic. “Baby, don’t mess around baby...” And he, too, began 
to feel his heart beating ... 
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THERE WILL BE A SEQUEL 


From: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
To: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
Date: Sat, 01 Feb 2014 01:01:22 +0100 


Sunken murmurs that crawl over the plain, 

Sinuate like the river carrying sorrow. 

Immense plain, lying from a horizon 

To the other, like a body without reason. 

And over the ground, the sky, which parades in heavy clouds. 
And between the earth, the troubled waters of many mixings. 
A red and gray clarity filters through the clouds. 

Shining on the smooth waters in unknown reflections. 
Everything is slow, everything is fixed, in a precursory calm, 
Not a voluntary movement, following the hours. 

And gently, the water laps, in waves on the mud, 

Here soft and melted, there wrinkled like old cheek. 

No soul that lives under the weight of this atmosphere, 

Like an embryo-world awaiting its era. 

And everything is there, without future, without perspective, 
Grains of sand, stones and mud on the shore. 

There will be a sequel... 


From: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
To: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
Date: Sun, 02 Feb 2014 21:12:28 +0100 
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“Dear” Leo, 

You think you can appease me with your poem. The verses 
are undoubtedly beautiful, but the intention is less beautiful, 
even sordid. I know you well. I know what subterfuge you are 
capable of. I guess the tricks that you are able to use to try to 
subjugate me, to deceive me, to pervert me. I know you too 
well, my “dear” Leo! 

You describe a world to me, but it’s only “your own world,” 
it’s not mine. It’s a world too heavy to bear and that I wanted 
to leave, with all my strength (well, with all that I had left). 
Just as I wanted to leave you, Leo, because in the heart of your 
love, I learned hatred. But I recognize you there, after four 
stanzas, you tell me what’s next, like a threat, so that I’ll wait 
for you. In order to manipulate me, that you impose your 
presence on me in my head, in my hopes, my projects. 

I recognize you there, my “dear” Leo, always protecting the 
rear. I don’t yet know exactly what your nebulous poem 
means, but I’m sure you won’t fail to explain it to me, one day 
or another. Undoubtedly, the day when it will be too late for 
me. An “embryo-world awaiting its era” sounds good to me, I 
even guess confusedly what you’re up to. Oh, of course, it’s 
not crystal clear, “clouds and mud,” the tone is set. To fuck 
me again, you have to hide your game in mystery, opacity, 
confusion. 

I just ripped your handcuffs off my wrists. I just teared your 
straps and broke your chains. And here I am free, Leo! The 
bird has flown away and you are not ready to catch it again. 
Your magic is exhausted, your curses and spells no longer 
work. Iam now immune! There will never be a Mitsou again 
on the edge of your window, wisely stuck in her potty. No 
more watering and contemplation! No more wilting, pruning 
and resuscitation of the poor dying and languid. You won’t be 
killing me slowly anymore. You will no longer see me die in 
your laughter. 
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Leo, Iam no longer yours, I no longer belong to you and you 
must make this your reason, your mourning and your 
renunciation. For me it’s ... No sequel.// 


From: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
To: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
Date: Sun, 02 Feb 2014 21:15:07 +0100 


The fixed silt, in heavy, sticky undulations, 
Imperceptibly, slowly, in creeping waves, 

Move, it moves, it moves and suddenly stops, 

Like a breath held waiting for renewal. 

And there emerges from the soft earth a new face, 

A body that rises, awakens, born from water. 

He crawls to his broth, seeking the current, 

Which will wash him from the mud, 

Will free him from the elements. 

This body straightens and she walks hesitantly, 

Doesn’t know where to go, yet, questions the creeping waters. 
And as if the world was waiting for this hour, 

The sky seems to open, in a rain of tears, 

Which hits her in the face, raised towards the unknown. 
She turns her head, around the bare horizon, 

Scanning her conscience, waiting for the call, a sign, 
Hoping with all her heart for the worthy soul, 

That she waits and wants and he, weighs this hope, 
When she believe, in the blur of the vapors, to see 

The ghost of her dreams, the god of her universe. 

And it’s in the clap of thunder! 

May the earth open before her like childbearing 

A new emptiness, dizzying gap of nothingness, 

Sudden cliff, when the sky bursts and the waters 

Are engulfed in it, carrying the earth tearing off her skin. 
There will be a sequel... 


From: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
To: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
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Date: Mon, 03 Feb 2014 19:08:33 +0100 


Leo, my poor Leo! 

I was quite right. I was waiting for the sequel and I was lucky! 
I see that you are still trying to manipulate me, with your 
metaphors, with your allegories. You wave before me your 
beautiful images and your figures of speech, to seduce me 
again! And then, I was expecting this one, the little pronoun 
“s-h-e:” “she”, because you're probably talking about me, 
aren’t you? I know it, I understood it: Leo is talking about me, 
he is talking about his darling! Leo again comes to doctor in 
his darling’s head. 

Ah, you think I’m “hesitant?” You think I “don’t know where 
to go?” You want to manipulate me again, but you won't. You 
won't be able to do it anymore, it’s no longer possible, I know 
all your games, your dirty perverse games! I know all your 
images, your metaphors, all your verbiage, all your theses, 
pleadings and posturing. It doesn’t work anymore, Leo: I left 
you, I’m leaving you and I will always leave you, forever. 
And you may think I’m expecting another one! How wrong 
you are, my poor Leo. You can “weigh your hope” all you 
want, believe me, the scales will always show zero. “Never,” I 
know, is a word that you hate, that you cannot live, that you 
cannot think, because it’s a challenge to your desire, to your 
will, to your power as Lord. You, it’s “forever” that suits you, 
let nothing change in the Leo the First’s kingdom, Leo the 
Great, the emperor of the “world as he sees fit,” with his little 
doll who says yes, his docile puppet, whose four limbs are 
attached to as many little bits of string and which you pull to 
and fro, here and there, according to your innumerable and 
contradictory desires. Such is Leo’s love forever! 

I didn’t understand your “clap of thunder.” But it’s done on 
purpose, I know, like when you once again announce a 
“sequel.” You want to puff me up, make me languish, in front 
of Leo’s soap opera, it’s your cliffhanger. You always want to 
manipulate me, but you won’t succeed, Leo, I tell you, 
because in the heart of love, you taught me hate. And this 


26 


FRIDA 


hate, I throw it right back at your face. You can die in your 
metaphors, agonize in your allegories, you can word me 
beautiful, strong and magnificent ones, you can play the 
poet, the artist! It won’t work, it won’t work anymore, you 
won’t have me anymore, Leo. 

So, no need to insist, you can make as many sequels as you 
want, it’s a waste of time. The goal you pursue is in vain now. 
Find yourself another puppet, to dance on the stage of your 
fantasies. How you make me laugh, Leo! 


From: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
To: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
Date: Mon, 03 Feb 2014 19:21:47 +0100 


She can’t resist and lets herself go, falls, 

And marvels, she flies away in her struggle, 
Lightweight. Suddenly she falls slowly and fearlessly, 
The infinite draws her to him, sinks her into his complaint. 
Her body crashes, groggy, and she sits up, 

Wanting to scream her fear, her pain and her distress. 
But, she freezes, because he is there, in front of her, 
Like a motionless statue, on the footbridge. 

Between two voids, he looks at her and his gaze, 
Enters her, in soothing waves, the dart 

Of its rays penetrating her skin like a sun, 

It gives her his attraction, opens her and awakens her. 
Because he too comes from above, from falling. 

He comes to life in his turn, in a hurry to succumb, 

As the storm of the heart rises 

And carries him away, the whirlwinds lift him up, 
Questioning harasses him and anger carries him. 
There will be a sequel... 


From: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 


To: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
Date: Tue, 04 Feb 2014 20:05:17 +0100 


27 


ERIC LOONIS 


Leo, 

You can’t believe I’m going to walk into that kind of tricks. 
Indeed?! After “she,” now there is “he” and “he,” I know very 
well that it’s you. Your metaphors are completely 
transparent to me, except for a few “claps of thunder.” You 
won't cheat on me anymore, Leo, it’s over. With your stories 
you try to confuse me, you try to drive me crazy. But know 
that I resisted and escaped your clutches. I escaped from your 
golden cage, bashful lover. And you won’t get me anymore, 
you won’t catch me anymore, Leo. It’s over, you can well die, 
your maw drooling all your poems, vomiting your verses and 
your metaphors. 

I have well seen, in this third part, how, it seems to me, you 
dare to approach our intimate relationships, or at least, how 
you evoke them half-wordly. Hey? The “sting!” Gaze as a 
phallic symbol. It’s okay, I gave in psychoanalysis, I know the 
song. When I think that I gave of my life for this dart, that I 
lost years for this dart. But now I don’t care! You can cut it off 
and put it where I think, I don’t care about your dart 
anymore! 

You surely see me, without you, as the poor lost girl you 
kindly took in at the very beginning. Looking for the 
meaning of her life. You believed that you could become the 
meaning of my life. No, but what pretension! What 
arrogance! Who do you think you are Leo? The jealous and 
wrathful God? The vengeful deity?! Leo, the God of Love! 
Descendant of Eros, in direct line! My poor Leo, I tell you well 
again: go and regurgitate your verses, disgorge your lyrical 
nonsense, ejaculate your pathetic allusions, for other than 
me. You gotta get off me, Leo, seriously. You’ve blown all 
your chances, you don’t have any left. This is obvious. Don’t 
you see it? With me, you no longer have any credit, you are in 
the red, banking prohibited! It’s over, Leo, it-is-o-ver! 
Completely screwed up! You're dead broke and all you have 
left is your metaphorical loose change, your virtual money 
(you see, me too, I can do things in pictures). 
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So how far will this go? “There will be a sequel ...” With you 
Leo, there’s always a sequel, that’s really your misfortune. 
You could well send me an infinity of sequels, I will end up 
deleting all your messages at the mere sight of your address. 
Or I could very well set you up as spam or even change my 
email address Leo. It will surely happen if you continue to 
harass me with your cursed verses. Anyway, do what you 
want, I’ll never be yours again. Ne-ver! Can you understand 
that, Leo? Never? 


From: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
To: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
Date: Tue, 04 Feb 2014 21:06:51 +0100 


The rock throbs, and springs, and rises in a jet, 

Who carries them both towards the sky and its clouds. 

They are face to face, upright, hard and fixed, like stones, 
Rooted in the rock, which raises them beyond yesterday. 

And bordered as they are, by the void, they dare not 

Step aside, fearing the fall and death. 

Illusory night from which one always and endlessly wakes up, 
They turn in the sky, waiting for the other, finally. 

Now the rock dominates the world, crushes the plain. 

Pierce the sky, shadow, light shines, fountain 

Springing up, the dark recesses of dark thoughts, 

And hesitations, and paranoias, in his glory. 

He, had enough of these procrastinations, and his hand extends 
Over the universe, seizes it, and turns it over, and spreads 

On the timeline this silly scene, this toy 

Of expectations, hopes, dreams, which He defeats. 

He pulverizes their immense and arrogant rock, 

Atomizes their world, take away their bodies, and that’s it 
That suddenly they understand their mirages, and that’s it 
They decide to stretch out their hands, and their arms, and their 
mouths, 

And may the abyss carry them away forever in its bed, 

Deep, infinite. And now they are afraid of their trajectories, 


29 


ERIC LOONIS 


Inexorable parallels, invisible and hopeless border. 
There will be a sequel... 


From: "Mitsou Nabokov" < nabokovm@howl.com > 
To: "Leo Mix" < leo.mix@whispers.com > 
Date: Tue, 04 Feb 2014 23:47:47 +0100 


Ah, but, I was quite right, in my last message: you take 
yourself for God! Now it’s capitalize “He,” please! That’s not a 
typo, hey? You have written well “which He defeats.” Now I 
have the right to divine intervention, thrilllll! I worry! I can 
pulverize rocks, too. I can gossip about you, rather. Go and 
run the cowgirls, cheap Krishna! But above all, get out of my 
meadow! 

I still have nothing to do with you and your ramblings are 
beginning to tire me. I’m tired of Leo and his delusions, 
intended to hypnotize me. What’s your ideal in love, Leo? Is it 
this puppet, this inflatable doll, which bends to all your 
desires and which you call a “partner?” Is that love for you 
Leo? But, aren’t you deceiving yourself? For me it’s quite 
different. You know it, but I’ll tell you again. For me it is the 
encounter with the other, his difference, his otherness and 
the respect of this difference. The real encounter is not the 
encounter with oneself through the other. The other that you 
have taken great care to format, like an image of yourself ina 
mirror. 

I no longer believe in this one-to-one love, Leo. Also, your 
metaphors, you know what you can do with them. Their 
beauty no longer touches me, each syllable makes me 
nauseous. You seedy god, get this inside your head: IAM NOT 
YOURS ANYMORE!!! 

Leo, Itold you about the decisions I was planning to take 
regarding my email address. I’m going to take one, radical, 
I’m going to change my address, because I’m really, really 
tired of all your messages. You can now address them to the 
DEAMOW! And, while I’m thinking about it, you'll give me 
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back the key. Put it in the mailbox downstairs or send it by 
post. I do not want to see you anymore. 

Stop your useless messages. I don’t want to read anything 
from you anymore. I know you well. It can last forever, you 
are inexhaustible. I am exhausted. “There will (necessarily) 
be a sequel,” right Leo? The five, the six, the seven, the eight 
and to infinity! This will never stop, because you seek to wear 
me down, to manipulate me, once again. But you won’t make 
it, believe me! No more this time. This is the last email I send 
VOU: 

Ah, hey, I’m hearing a knock on my door. Is it you Leo? No, 
it’s not you, since you still have the key to my apartment. 
Who can it be, at this late hour? It’s not you, I’m sure. I know 
you, you would come in without knocking, on the sly, like an 
invading vermin. You would hide in a corner, waiting to 
surprise me or scare me. I’m gonna see who knocked on the 
dooo0000000... 


And, all up there, He laughs at their blind anguishes, 


Which block the knowledge of the Law, 
For at infinity parallels touch each other. 
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No, no! 

“Well, undress, we’re going to see that,” the doctor had just 
told her, with naturalness and a hint of firmness. And 
already she was all on her legs, in front of him, undoing, 
unfastening, open-zipping her skirt which is falling to the 
floor. She lowers her little-girl-panties, right away, before the 
rest, before the top, because she likes to have her ass exposed 
in front of him. The panties fall to the floor, joining the skirt. 

No, no! 

But at the same time she feels a shame, an embarrassment, 
a girlish modesty, whereas she is a woman. She unbuttons 
her checkered blouse, in front of him who looks at her, with 
naturalness, but also a hint of firmness. The blouse falls to 
the floor, joining the panties and the skirt. 

No, no! 

So she’s even more ashamed, because he’s looking down at 
her and she suddenly remembers that she did the stupid 
thing of shaving her pussy, just the day before. And she’s 
going to have to take off the top too. 

“The top too?” she asks and her voice is that of a little girl. 

“Everything,” replies the gynecologist, naturally and with 
a hint of firmness. 

Also, she unhooks her bra and she likes to have her tits 
exposed, because, like her buttocks, they are things that 
bounce. Now she is all exposed in front of him. And he invites 
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her to get on his operating table which oddly resembles a 
torture table. And when she gets, on all fours, she knows he’s 
watching her ass and she’s in trouble. She sits up, in position, 
and he ties her up. What seems like a self-evident thing to 
her, at first. 

No, no! 

The next moment, she is all exposed, with her thighs like a 
fan in summer weather, her legs all like a grasshopper about 
to leap, but a grasshopper on its back and unable to move 
anymore. The straps immobilize her. She offers her privacy 
to the gynecologist who approaches and watches, naturally. 

No, no! 

She’s ashamed that he can see her pussy as she shaved it 
and that he can also see her anus and bouncing titties and her 
full embarrassed face. She would like to hide, but she cannot 
move in the straps. She’s in shackles and... 

No, no! 

She knows he’s going to do something with a hint of 
firmness. He touches her down with his latex fingers. It’s 
more willpower than she can give and she feels the pleasure 
coming slowly. 

“It’s all a bit dry,” he said, naturally. “We have to lubricate 
a little,” he adds with a hint of firmness. And he begins to rub 
her button with the tip of his latex finger. 

No, no! 

He mustn't do that, because otherwise she’ll have to come 
in front of him like that, it’s more force than she can oppose, 
she can only free herself. The caress becomes like a painful 
gum that you press because it feels good. Her vagina is full of 
wet, she feels it, of hot. She doesn’t hear him speak anymore, 
but it’s as if the gynecologist had said he was going to doa 
penetration exam and she clearly saw that he had pulled out 
his device, a torture device. He is about to penetrate her, by 
force ... 

No, no! 

The ass doctor invests her, plows her, sweeps her, files her, 
fucks her, with naturalness and a hint of firmness and she 
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struggles, shakes her ass, accentuating the hold. And her 
vagina suddenly started talking, mouth full, and he said 
moaning, “yo, yo!” and it sounded like... 

Yeah, yeah! 

“It’s a vigorous treatment,” pontificated the gynecologist. 
“Natural lubricant, deep massage, guaranteed side effects, 
but without any danger, letting go is the best, good for your 
health and without risk.” 

No, no! 

Suddenly, in a tiny corner of her brain, a concern 
appeared, incongruous, absurd, like an eye of sperm on the 
soup: “he shouldn’t make me prego!” 

No, no! 

Babies appeared, countless. A door opened and they were 
all there, young and old, watching her, laughing and giggling 
and staring at her fitted vulva, by an alternating machine. A 
voluptuous shame invaded her, reddened forehead and 
clammy sex, reddened sex and clammy forehead and 
throbbing anus and big vibrating boobs, the little bastards 
could see her all. They held the ladder, which she was 
climbing, to hit the ceiling. 

NO, NO! 

She is angry, disappointed. Morning dreams always end 
when they shouldn't. 
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A GRAIN OF SAND 


Sand. Grains of sand by the millions and billions. All white, 
pale yellow, blue and translucent, as if cut and polished by a 
single-minded diamond cutter. Some glossy from humidity, 
some matte and dry in the sun. All these grains of sand are 
arranged next to each other, touching each other, forming a 
smooth surface, an abstract mosaic, slightly wavy. And from 
time to time, a wavelet licks this surface, like a microscopic 
flood, a tsunami on the scale of an ant. The water arrives, 
extends, quickly. Then, it disappears almost immediately, 
both because the slope sucks it back, and at the same time 
because the sand drinks it up. The sand which then changes 
its appearance, playing with the sunlight in moiré effects, in 
finely chiseled waves, as on a wet sheet shaken by the wind. 

And if one of these grains of sand could suddenly open its 
eyes and look at the world. He would have seen the light, his 
translucent congeners around him, clustered together. And if 
this magic grain of sand could have risen in the air, above its 
fellows, it could have seen an immense beach and beyond, 
the waves and ripples of an ocean, and beyond still, the 
bluish waves of this ocean, first clear and limpid, letting the 
white sand bottom show through, then darker, overseas, to 
the slightly misty horizon. 

If this grain of sand could have been born to life, rising 
above the beach, he could have felt the warmth of a gentle 
sun, high in the sky; feel the softness of a light breeze, coming 
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from the open sea; smell the mixed perfumes, coming from 
the ocean, from the sand itself, from the black seaweed 
washed up here and there, and other exotic, strange 
perfumes which would have intrigued him. Then, the grain 
of sand could have turned on himself, in his levitation, and 
seen the beach rising towards the coconut palms, erect, tilted, 
leaning, bent, slumped, stranded each in their own way, each 
according to their state, symbolically marking the ages of all 
life. And still and further, the verdant, bewitching luxuriance 
of countless and prolific tropical plants, invading the sand, 
rising to the assault of the dunes, rising ever higher on the 
mountain, in the center, which dominates this island. 

Here, the air is soft and peaceful, it is the atmosphere of a 
desert paradise, where the insects themselves are friendly, 
vegetarian and keeping a discreet distance from the unlikely 
visitor. Here, no predatory beast is looking for its next prey, 
no micro-organism is waiting for its host to infect it. There is 
no danger, no disease, no death in prospect, all is safety. This 
locus is perfect and even its small imperfections are as if 
programmed in advance, to add a little spice, originality, salt 
and pepper. This world is desert, desert of men, reserved for 
the elements, for natural things, for plants and small 
animals. And the waves languish one after the other, rolling 
up softly, in their folds edged with white foam. And things 
stop there, time is stopped, or so it seems. Peace and serenity, 
emptiness and absence, too. 

Suddenly, between the edge of the water and the horizon, 
a few tens of meters away, at this place the waters swelled, 
pushed by what was rising from the depths. The liquid 
placenta swelled and burst into a shower of foam and a being 
sprang from the blue waves. He rose above the waves, which 
fell back splashing around him, but he didn’t fall back, not 
right away. He was from behind, his body emerging from the 
sea up to mid-thigh. He was a man, with broad shoulders, 
well-developed muscles, his head was shaved. He remained 
thus for a moment, his arms slightly outstretched, his hands 
facing forward, as if in prayer. Hands with oversized, webbed 
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fingers. Water was still dripping from them. Then his arms 
rose to the sky, his head leaned back and he burst into a great 
laugh, interspersed with cries of joy. 

Suddenly he calmed down and his arms fell back and 
someone came from the open sea, approaching, could have 
seen an ecstatic smile light up his face. The man must have 
been between twenty-five and thirty, a superbly regular face, 
a mixture of virility and effeminate gentleness, like those 
blue-skinned Hindu deities. He looked like a satisfied and 
peaceful god and his gaze, under the brown eyebrows, was all 
serenity. He looked at the empty horizon in front of him, still 
suspended above the waters. His eyes half-closed and the 
whole body, bare and hairless from head to toe, tilted 
inexorably back, went horizontal, levitating on the tide of the 
waves. And slowly, as around an invisible spindle, the body 
turned on itself, to put itself face down in the air and begin a 
translation. Face now straightened, chin like a bow slicing 
through the air, the man slid toward the beach. Strangely, his 
arms were glued against his body and nothing hung under 
him, his sex occupied the place of the sex of a man in an 
upright position. 

Where the beach and the waves take turns vying for 
precedence, the floating body ceased its aerial glide and 
landed gently. The man put his elbows and webbed hands 
flat on the sand. His chin fell in turn, delicately. He looked at 
the high beach, the coconut palms. Then he closed his eyes, 
inhaling deeply the smell of sand, spray, the smell of his 
island. Finally, after a few ecstatic seconds, he consented to 
make the effort to turn over on his back, resting first on one 
elbow, then on both, he contemplated the liquid crystal 
which bathed his legs and feet rhythmically. His now 
straightened feet, with oversized toes, fanned out, they were 
webbed, too. The man also opened his hands, which he had 
placed on his chest. A slight smile appeared on his divine face 
and immediately the flippers of the feet, then of the hands, 
regressed, faded, disappeared, giving way to feet and hands 
totally consistent with what we know of the human race. 
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After an indeterminate time of marine contemplation, the 
man got up on his own and took his first steps. The sand on 
the beach was free of any trace. It would remain so forever, 
the man’s feet leaving no footprints behind. 
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The captain explained to him that he had not 
come to harm the Indians, but to bring them to 
recognize themselves as vassals of Your 
Majesties, whom they had to serve and to 
whom they had to give a share of the products 
of their land, as it was customary to do so.” 


“Haon,” was the only response the girl got from her father. 
Generic and uniform response, which could be translated 
variously, depending on the context and the intonation of the 
voice, by: “Yes,” “No,” “Maybe,” “I don’t,” “Probably,” “Leave 
me alone,” “Go see elsewhere if I am there,” even “Don’t piss 
me off!” The other two family members had finally thrown in 
the towel. Whether it is Prya, his wife, Pyar his son, both had 
long since given up crossing the invisible wall of this 
formless “haon,” a mixture of “han” and “hon,” with 
fluctuating semiotics. The one and the other then went back 
to go about their business, assuming with more or less 
happiness the need to postpone any communicating contact, 
who with her husband, who with his father. 


?Excerpt from one of the letters that Hernan Cortés sent, during his 
conquest of Mexico (1518-1521), to the Emperor Charles V (La Découverte 
Editions, Paris, 1996). 
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Prya had made up her mind: his man had the qualities of 
his faults, a little withdrawn, gruff, sometimes angry 
(especially if one dared cross his wall of the “haon”); but in 
return, he was also the stable, quiet, intelligent and honest 
man she had dreamed of. This is why she had resigned 
herself to respecting the “haon.” And then, she herself 
sometimes also felt this need to put herself aside from others, 
but less often than her husband. 

For Pyar, things were different. A seven-year-old boy 
desperately needs his dad. Also, the paternal “haon” were 
generally experienced as a frustration, an anomaly, which 
one day or another would have to be corrected. However, if 
he insisted, as the second or third “haon” could lead to an 
angry reaction that still frightened him, he too had learned to 
give up, by becoming the attentive object of his mother ... 

Sybil, for her part, perceived things in a noticeably 
different way. At ten, she had known for a long time that she 
was her father’s favorite (“Pyar for mum, Sybil for dad,” she 
often said). An understandable and relatively classic 
heterosexual distribution, “Cdipal” as shrinks would say. But 
it went further in the sense that Sybil had certain privileges, 
in particular that of being able to cross (gently, of course, like 
her, you had to know how to do it) the glass screen of the 
paternal “haon.” She shared with this beloved father a sort of 
accomplice understanding, very intellectual, in the order of 
concerns for the world, the planet, humanity, etc. In short, 
the “big” questions. Also, recognized by her father for her 
intellectual qualities, armed with a scientific or philosophical 
(or at least rational) question, could the young girl allow 
herself some intrusions. What she did, still today, in a 
masterful way: 

“Dad, I have a question,” she repeated, walking slowly into 
her adored father’s office. 

Sybil thoroughly enjoyed these exciting moments of 
approach. Because however much her father’s favorite she 
was, she too could very well suffer the brutality of his bad 
mood and get kicked out by a dazzling and without appeal 
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“Get out!” To avoid this, you had to be able to understand the 
initial “haon,” know how to interpret its finest intonations, 
implement in your neocortex a sophisticated expert system, 
capable of performing a fine Bayesian analysis on tenuous 
variables. Which Sybil usually did wonderfully. 

However, the excitement was still there, for the simple 
reason that the “haon” analysis was not an exact science. 
Certain parameters could escape the interlocutor, or there 
was a rapid dynamic in the father’s mood which could, in a 
few seconds, from a positive “haon,” finally give a negative 
reaction, a brutal rejection. Also, the rule that Sybil had set 
was to go frankly: as soon as a positive “haon” was perceived 
by her, it was important not to delay, because once her father 
“hooked” on any verbal exchange of interest, the situation 
was saved. 

At that moment, the “haon” had been relatively positive, 
with an index of uncertainty that she could have estimated at 
forty percent at most. Low enough to be exciting, but high 
enough to give it a shot, a perfect clue. All the more perfect 
since the situation was not very favorable at the start, her 
father being under the helmet, sailing in the Supranet. 

Pol was actually comfortably seated in a black leather 
armchair, padded as desired, reclined in a semi-recumbent 
position, equipped with a back massage system (currently 
inactive). His hands were resting on the armrests, the 
extremities of which were provided with a shiny black ball 
half recessed, about eight centimeters in diameter, rolling 
and sensitive to the simple shock of the end of his fingers and 
whose rotation and various sound signatures controlled a 
system equivalent to the association of a keyboard, a mouse 
and a joystick. Pol, himself, wore a 3D viewing helmet, with 
built-in spatial headphones, allowing him to access the 
Supranet based on two of the three main distal senses that 
nature has given to man, vision and hearing. Like the old 
movie hero, the Robocop, the helmet covered the entire upper 
part of his head, leaving only the mouth and chin to emerge. 
Full-face, Cyberin-style helmets had been around for a short 
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time. But Pol saw little point in enclosing his head in a full- 
face helmet, the built-in air purification and ionization 
systems seeming to him purely commercial gadgets. He 
clung to his good old Sony® DB-757, with which he had spent 
so many hours snooping around every nook and cranny of 
the network. The man was perfectly relaxed, only his fingers, 
jerkily, began to vibrate on the echotronic balls. 

“Dad ... a question?” 

Sybil was now very close to her father and she saw a wide 
smile emerge from under the helmet, which reassured her. 

“Take the other helmet my darling, there’s something 
new!” 

The girl sat upright on a classic swivel chair, took the other 
headset from the office table and buried her head in it. She 
was immediately invaded by a soft musical atmosphere and 
watched, at first without seeing anything specific, system 
windows floating here and there before her eyes, each of 
them occupied by various still or video images and text. 
Suddenly, her father brought to the fore and highlighted one 
of the windows in which Sybil could read: “Next week French 
upacs are open to the public.” 

“Do you know what that means Sybil? 

— Yes ... no (she had understood the sentence, but above all 
she wanted to know the consequences of the event envisaged 
by her father). 

-— The youpacs are (finally!) open to the public next week! 
We will be able to do our initiation very soon. I expect an 
email today or tomorrow for confirmation from Pessac or 
Mérignac. D’you realize?! We’re finally going to go to a 


youpac! 
-Yeah, great,” the girl said, ironically and 
unenthusiastically. 


However she remained passive for a few moments, 
watching the windows flicker and twirl before her eyes. 
Suddenly, everything disappeared, her father, for once 
smiling, even beaming, had just gently removed her helmet. 


44 


FRIDA 


“So? You don’t look thrilled, noted her father, without 
further concern. 

-Dad, what will become of me, and Pyar, without you, 
without mom? Have you thought about it? 

-What do you mean “to become?” We're not going to 
abandon you anyway! 

—Is that so? Once everyone is in a youpac, how do we see 
each other? 

— But we can see each other, no problem. First we will only 
spend a short time in the System ... 

—“A short time!” I heard that when you get in there it’s 
done! And the tone of Sybil’s voice suddenly made her father 
understand her alarm. 

- Look, that’s what people say, rumors that go around, but 
in reality we can come out. We'll meet again, don’t worry. 
And then, don’t forget that already, in virtuality, you and 
your brother can see us as much as you want. 

- But I don’t want you in virtual, my darling Dad, how are 
we going to hug, have you thought about that? 

— Listen. You know well the morpigs’, you spend plenty of 
time there, don’t you? Do you know what U-P-A-C stands for? 

— Explain to me, she said, both defiant and contemptuous, 
for Sybil knew well the definition of that acronym. Her father 
simply didn’t respond to her concerns, he didn’t understand 
her, which saddened her and started to annoy her. 

-“Unlimited partition access center,” do you know what 
“unlimited” means? Sybil huffed in exasperation. Her father 
took her arms, leaning down to catch her gaze. 

“In a morpig, you are immersed in a whole virtual 
universe, with only two senses: you see and you hear. But just 
imagine that in the Cyberin System you are immersed in 
virtuality with all your senses: you see, you hear, you smell 
odors through your nose, you can taste with your tongue and 


3“Morpig” is the phoneticization of the acronym MMORPG, from “Massively 
Multiplayer Online Role Playing Games.” 


45 


ERIC LOONIS 


you can touch me virtually, we can always hug!” he 
exclaimed, squeezing her arms tenderly. 

Nice explanation that didn’t reassure Sybil at all. The 
young girl could not imagine what virtual hugs could be. For 
her, they would never come close to real hugs, the ones she 
needed, from time to time, when she felt worried about the 
world, worried about her family, when she was sad, that kind 
of sadness that seeks in vain its reasons. 

Pol stood up, patting her shoulders. He was a tall man, a 
little skinny. At thirty-seven, he was not yet accusing the 
paunch that many men in their thirties (or before!) raise as a 
banner of defeat against a sedentary lifestyle. Overweight 
and obesity were, however, the prerogative of any long-term 
unemployed person, but Pol was lucky in his genes in this 
area and, like his father, who died of cancer last year, he 
would remain visibly thin and athletic, without making 
special efforts. His face was thin, almost feminine, except for 
the sunken eyes that shone with the sparkle that intelligence 
mixed with anger give. Anger against the world and the order 
of things. A more than incipient baldness somewhat virilized 
this ambiguous face; but it was largely erased by the clean cut 
of the remaining brown hair. 

“Don’t worry, daughter, we won’t give up on you. I have to 
tell your mother that. And he headed with long strides 
towards the exit of the office. 

- Daaad!” 

Pol perceived all the distress of this call and he was 
alarmed ... finally. He turned around and saw his daughter 
standing, decomposed. There was always in this young girl 
with long brown hair, combed today in two thick pigtails, a 
touch of sadness, which childhood never quite managed to 
dissipate. The dull complexion, the dark eyes, the long, 
naturally frowning eyebrows must have contributed to this 
impression. And then, often, the dark and intense gaze she 
cast on the world seemed to express an unspeakable 
suffering, an anger too, which could alarm the adult 
interlocutor. And, at that moment, it was one of those gazes, 
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which was beginning to dawn, which finally touched her 
father, who decided to hold out his open arms to her, into 
whose breast the child came engulfed, sobbing. Pol, hugged 
his daughter as he lifted her up and kissed her wet cheeks. 

“Come on, it’s going to be fine. I’m sorry you take it that 
way. You know, we're going to give it a try first, just a try, an 
‘initiation’ as they say. Then we can talk about it and see 
what we’re going to do. Okay? 

- Yah,” sniffed the little one, barely reassured. 

Basically, her father was not. Because he knew well, 
moreover, the Cyberin constraint. Somehow Sybil wouldn’t 
have a choice, no one on this planet would have a choice. It 
would be time for her to learn it (or fully realize it) one day. 

“Come on, come on, I'll carry you. We'll see what mom 
thinks about it. And your brother ...” 

Sybil closed her eyes to be able to appreciate in all its 
dimensions this fleeting moment of happiness that she never 
managed to grasp for long. She buried her face in the crook of 
her father’s shoulder, inhaling the scents of the man she 
loved above all else and let herself be lulled by the 
determined step. She would have liked him to walk like this 
forever ... 

“Prya! Pyar! To the news! 

- We're here, in the living room, replied his wife. 

~My darlings, the youpacs will open to the public next 
week. The initiations will undoubtedly begin very soon. Who 
wants to gop!” 

Pol’s enthusiasm had little success with the rest of his 
family. Sybil hugged him even tighter, sniffling a “not me” 
into his shoulder. Prya looked at her husband for a moment 
and somehow conveyed a message of disinterest to him by 
questioning her daughter: 

“Sybil? What’s happening? 

- She - thinks - that - we - won’t - be - able - to - see - each - 
other - anymore,” his father said almost silently, exclusively 
to his wife. 
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Prya rose from the armchair in which she was reading an 
emagazine, abandoning the flexible screen to approach her 
daughter, still clinging to her father like a little monkey 
frightened by poachers. Prya took her under her arms: 

“Come on, my darling, we’re not going to leave like this. A 
youpac is like going to the cinema or an amusement park. 
Then we all go back home together.” 

But Sybil held on tighter, wrapping her legs around her 
father’s waist. The latter took her arms to detach them from 
his neck. 

“Come on, Sybil, go see mum, you’re strangling me.” 

The little girl reluctantly pulled away from her father and 
slid into her mother’s arms, landing on the floor of grim 
reality. Her mother crouched down beside her to wipe away 
her tears and reassure her. 

“Come on, you have to be a brave girl. You are big now. 
We're just gonna give it a try. We'll see what exactly a youpac 
is and then we'll decide whether to stay there or not. It’s not 
more complicated. Okay?” 

Sybil sniffled and sulked, a way of refusing this appeal to 
reason. She tore herself from her mother’s arms and went to 
wallow in one of the armchairs in the living room. “Clearly, 
the grown-ups would never understand anything,” she 
thought. She began to suck her thumb, a deliberate regressive 
gesture, intended to worry and infuriate her parents at the 
same time. 

Pol motioned to his wife not to pay attention. The prospect 
of youpac, however stimulating it was for adults (or some 
adults), did indeed make problems for children. In theory, 
observations made in the United States, where youpacs had 
been open to the public for more than a year, showed that 
children were adapting well to this new life in a youpac. They 
were well taken care of there, received an education, an 
instruction, and could virtually or actually meet their 
parents there. Of course, it was no longer about the classic 
little family life. It resembled in some ways the life in a sect, 
where the family unit is somewhat turned upside down. 
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Otherwise, that the System and the youpacs are in no way a 
sect (perhaps finally a new religion). 

“Did you receive our summons?” Prya asked, returning to 
the couch, intending to resume her reading. 

Pol looked at his wife for a moment, before answering her. 
This was indeed Prya’s usual attitude: to approach difficult 
questions with the appearance of the most complete 
detachment. At thirty-two, Prya kept a very youthful figure, 
which made her look ten years younger. The light brown of 
her short hair, the delicate character of the features of the 
diaphanous complexion, features that had something Asian, 
like porcelain, beauty and fragility at the same time, the 
thinness of this adolescent body , the short stature, all this 
gave her the appearance of youth, of a woman-child, an 
ambiguity which had been the essential ingredient of 
seduction for Pol. However, beyond this appearance, there 
was no mistaking it. Attitudes, behaviors, speeches, 
completely clashed and woe to whoever was wrong. In fact, 
after the accommodations of their honeymoon, Pol quickly 
realized that Prya was a difficult woman, full of principles 
and prejudices (a heavy maternal heritage). She was one of 
those individuals who don’t want to take any risks, who hate 
novelty and who refuse to question their small and big 
certainties. Also, when the smile died out, the mouth 
pinched, the gaze hardened, the woman-child suddenly 
disappeared, to give way to this hybrid being, this 
astonishing oxymoron of flesh and bone, of beautiful shrew, 
a sweet pain in the ass. 

Pol’s whimsical aspects could have easily come into 
conflict with Prya’s moral straitjacket, if under this whimsy 
there was, ultimately, a lot of anxiety and a form of 
inhibition. For Pol, for his part, belonged to the fairly 
common species, of those beings who possess an 
adventurous mentality, without however having enough 
courage to embark on too perilous affairs. “Reckless, but 
prudent,” such as could have been his motto. Thus giving a 
full of contradictions character, who always wants more, 
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who grumbles a lot, who seeks the extraordinary, but who, in 
the end, does not do much in and with his life. On the other 
hand, Pol dreamed a lot, that’s what daring passives are all 
about. He wanted to achieve feats, discover things (he was 
very intelligent, had a lot of knowledge, was interested in a 
lot of subjects), but he always managed to back off at the last 
moment, to be careful... Also, Pol was congenitally 
frustrated, relatively taciturn, solitary, except for those 
inspired moments during which he took to making his 
people laugh with a few childish jokes. So Prya had found in 
Pol both that outward boldness that reassured her and that 
underlying fragility that guaranteed her that things would 
never go too far. 

“No, no summon yet. I just saw a press release on 
HiWorld*, which announces the opening of youpacs to the 
public in France, starting next week. But I suppose that the 
convocations will not delay, undoubtedly Pessac or Mérignac. 
Chances are it will be a matter of days. I did well to register us 
early. 

— Are we going to go with the bad bandits? Pyar asked, half 
worried, half amused.” 

The little boy who, sitting on the floor in front of the 
coffee table on which he played with his little old-fashioned 
cars, hadn’t lost a crumb of the exchanges that had just taken 
place between his big sister and his parents. His question 
reflected his own concern about the youpacs. 

Pol went over to him, leaning down to take him in his 
arms and reassure him in turn. 

“Do you mean the prisoners? 

- Yes, the bad prisoners. I don’t want to go there. 

-But no, but no. Come on, let me explain to you...” Pol 
went to sit on the sofa next to his wife, putting Pyar on his 
thighs. 

“Aren’t we going with the prisoners? insisted the boy. 


4 The world’s leading Cyberin television channel. 
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-T’ll explain it to you, resumed his father. The first three 
youpacs that were built in France were reserved for prisoners 
and certain dangerous mental patients. You know crazy 
people, nuts, clarified the father, twirling his finger to his 
temple. It was first necessary to empty the prisons of their 
three hundred thousand prisoners. Then, other youpacs were 
built for all the rest of the population, for us. So we are not 
going “with the prisoners.” Okay? Anyway the prisoners are 
locked in the youpac, there is nothing to fear. 

- Yes, but if we go inside ... inside the youpac ... and there 
are the prisoners ... boooh! They’re bad guys, they’re going to 
kill us! 

-No, it’s not quite like that. When I told you that the 
prisoners are locked up, I meant that they are in a cell, a small 
room, we call it a cube. They don’t hang around the halls, so 
you won’t run into them.” 

Suddenly, Sybil seemed to wake up. 

“And we will be in a cube too? I don’t want to be locked up! 
she added determined. 

— We will bein a cube, indeed, but we will not be locked up. 
We can get out of it when we want, finally when you have 
finished your journey in virtuality. As I told you earlier, it’s 
like a morpig (only better): you get in, you get out and that’s 
it! 

— Are we going to see Cyberins in the youpac? Pyar asked. 

-No, I don’t think so. Pol was not very sure of his 
knowledge on this question. I think they will always stay in 
their meteorite ship and we will always see them like on 
television; in the form of virtual characters. You will 
certainly see them in 3D. 

- Ah, that’s good, I’ve always wanted to talk to a Cyberin, 
the boy enthused. 

— What are you going to tell him? his mother intervened. 

-I... I’m going to ... Pyar thought about what he might say 
to a Cyberin, if he ever met one. 

- Tell him to give your mother back to you, Cibyl teased. 

— Cybil! cried Prya, suddenly angry.” 
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Pol, awkwardly wanting to rebalance things between his 
two children, awkwardly mocked his daughter. 

“And you, Cibyl, you will ask him to give you back your 
thumb! 

- And Bam! gloated Pyar. 

-Han! That’s smart, grumbled the young girl, annoyed. 
And she curled up in the chair, returning to her sulking. 

- Sorry Sybil, it just slipped out, but you did look for it all 
the same, corrected the father. I think it’s normal that Pyar 
needs his mum at his age and, although sometimes it annoys 
me a little to see a big ten year old girl doing what you do, I 
would say that if you need it ... we don’t have to make fun of 
you. I regret what I said. I also understand that the prospect 
of youpac is not easy for both of you. In fact, it’s probably just 
as difficult for us your parents... (Adding that, Pol was 
obviously thinking more of his wife than of himself, which 
Sybil was not fooled at all). 

-— You speak! interrupted Cybil cheekily. You only dream of 
going there in a youpac. You just have to go there alone!” 

Pol looked at his wife, looking for help, because he felt the 
exchange getting worse. 

“I think we have to manage to calm down and talk to each 
other properly,” he suggested. 

Prya finally chimed in, summing up the situation, as she 
knew how to do so well. 

“I think, for my part, that this is a problem that is beyond 
us. Children, we must understand that we do not have much 
choice. Sooner or later, if I correctly understood the Cyberins’ 
message - our invaders, we will all have to go to a youpac and 
spend most of our lives there. Things are like that. You must 
understand, children, that we, your parents, cannot do 
anything about it. We are subject, just like you, to invaders, 
whether we like it or not. And ... Ihave to say that I don’t like 
it. 

-If we don’t go, what are they going to do us?” asked Pyar, 
who had gone back to playing on the coffee table in the living 
room. He was a little boy who, unlike his sister, had his 
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mother’s fair hair, with straight, mid-length hair. In the 
middle of the oval face, his large worried eyes revealed the 
anxieties that inhabited him. Pyar was a rather shy and 
fearful boy. In a way, he was like his father, but without the 
mask of recklessness that the latter wore. It must be said that 
he was hardly helped in this by his mother, who tended to 
overprotect him; which Pol kept reproaching her for. Sybil, 
for her part, alternated between mocking the boy’s fears and 
mothering him like a big sister, a second attitude which, in 
the end, did not displease her brother at all. 

Pol felt relieved and grateful to his wife that the 
conversation had been able to slip from a conflict about the 
youpac, towards the awareness of the obligation to go toa 
youpac. 

“I reminded your sister earlier, he began, wanting to 
involve the two children. The “DP signals” should make us 
understand what will happen to us if we do not obey the 
Cyberins. 

-“DP” means “Dissuasion-Persuasion”, added Prya. 
Dissuasion is making it clear to us that we must not persist in 
living as we do on Earth. We can’t goon... 

— Why?! interrupted Pyar.” 

Sybil snorted in contempt. 

“Don’t interrupt your mother, let her finish, you'll 
understand,” Pol intervened. 

Prya continued, as if nothing had happened. 

“We can’t continue to live in reality, that’s ‘Dissuasion’ and 
we have to live in virtuality, that’s ‘Persuasion.’ And DP 
signals, you know what they are. Pyar, how many are there? 

— What? 

- Four, there are four, Sybil rushed excitedly. There is IHS, 
AHD, ASN and MS. Am I right, Dad?” 

Pol understood his wife’s subtle maneuver to bring Sybil 
out of her sulk, while allowing her to restore her image. 

“I hope you'll explain all this to your brother!” 
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Sybil sat up in the chair, then knelt on it, like a Sphinx 
ready to reveal its riddles. With a small smile of ill-disguised 
pride, she began: 

“So, IHS ... she thought for a moment. Her brother looked 
at her with unfeigned admiration. It means “Interference for 
Humanitarian Saving,” she said clearly. 

—I didn’t understand anything,” said Pyar, perplexed. 

Her mother intervened. 

“Interference is that they invaded us by force. We didn’t 
want them, but they arrived and that’s it ... It’s like when you 
go to your sister’s room and she doesn’t want you: you 
interfere in her room. The Cyberins are the same, except that 
it is on Earth. 

— In the Supranet, Sybil corrected. 

- Your mother isn’t entirely wrong, Pol went on. We can 
say on Earth, because of the other DP signals, which 
happened on Earth. Don’t forget.” 

Prya spoke again. 

“As for the ‘Humanitarian Saving, for the invaders, 
finally ... They think that our planet is in danger and so are 
we, all men, all of humanity, because there are too many of 
us, because of pollution, climate change and all that. Also, 
they come to save us by forcing us to live in virtuality, in 
youpacs. 

-—In short: they invaded us to save us, that’s the meaning 
of the IHS. Pol turned to his daughter. 

- But apart from that, what is most important about the 
IHS? 

- Well, the three letters “IHS,” they wrote them on the 
Moon by melting the rock. We saw them all red in the sky.” 

Pol completed. 

“The Moon was new, that is to say entirely full of shadow, 
therefore normally invisible, so we could see the letters “IHS” 
particularly well, very large in the sky. The most important 
thing was not just those three letters and their meanings, but 
the fact that they could project enormous energy onto the 
Moon, to the point of melting rocks for kilometers (the letters 
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were almost fifteen hundred kilometers long!). That’s what 
we also have to understand: if we don’t do what they say... 
it’s going to heat up! They could very well do it on Earth too. 

- Yes! Sybil resumed under her breath. And afterwards, 
precisely it’s the other signals, on Earth and it got really hot! 
So there was the day when the Americans were 
“enlightened” ... 

-— Excuse me Sybil for interrupting you. I’ll let you describe 
what happened that day, but first let me explain why the 
Americans were “enlightened” (it’s important to explain this 
to you, because I want you to understand well how the 
Cyberins force us to do things). Initially, about five years ago, 
when the Cyberins arrived, invaded the communication 
networks, destroyed all our satellites ... 

- Big Cleaning! interrupted her daughter. 

-Yes, the “Big Cleaning,” resumed Pol, miming the 
quotation marks. So after that and the lunar IHS, the 
Americans were so angry that they hadn’t yet realized that 
they had no means to resist at all. So they resisted, they tried 
to block communications with the Cyberins and they clearly 
refused the construction of youpacs. I’ll let your sister say 
what happened then. Yours Cibyl! 

- So, first the AHD, the “American hot day.” The Cyberins 
placed the opening of the Invader Ship over the United States 
and they “enlightened” the whole country, from one end to 
the other, and it is a huge country! It was over forty degrees 
in the middle. The Americans got very hot that day. Here it 
is.” 

Pol completed. 

“Details for understanding. First it was forty-five degrees 
in the middle of the United States and forty-one on the east, 
west and south coasts, and on the borders with Canada and 
Mexico. This brutal and persistent rise in temperature 
throughout the day led to tens of thousands of deaths, in 
humans (but also in livestock). Overheating nuclear power 
plants had to be shut down, many network failures occurred, 
accidents, fires and so on, it cost the Americans billions of 
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dollars. But when the evening came, it wasn’t over... I’ll let 
you continue Sybil. 

— Yes, because then it was the ASN, the “American sleepless 
night”. They continued to “enlighten” the United States 
during the night, which made it very hot during the night as 
well. 

- “Hot,” a little less, but it was above all the lighting that 
was disturbing. Imagine that at midnight it is sunny like at 
noon. The animals were completely out of whack. Then, 
what was most distressing is that the Cyberins, at that time, 
gave no information about the duration of the attack or its 
future magnitude. The Americans were scared of ending up 
in a magma of molten rock. This is why, the very next 
morning, the American president announced that the United 
States would cooperate fully with the invaders. The 
“enlightening” was immediately interrupted by the Cyberins. 
And since then, it is the country which has built the most 
youpacs and which is hunting down rebellious nations, with 
UNO, ONA and EU?. Moreover, the Americans finance the 
construction of many youpacs in the poorest countries. I 
would like to add that Cyberin attacks are doubly dangerous: 
for the country that is “enlightened” that’s for sure, but also 
for all of humanity, because each attack reinforces global 
warming and upsets the climate even more. If you 
remember, after the AHD-ASN, it took six months of 
hurricanes, storms and other catastrophic phenomena, all 
over the globe, for the atmosphere to absorb the excess heat. 
So, my children, you must understand that the pressures to 
enter a youpac do not come only from the Cyberins, but from 
all the collaborating countries who do not want the planet to 
heat up any further. And France, with the European Union, is 
one of these countries, this is why our government has put in 
place a policy of building youpacs and integrating all French 
people into youpacs, it is the law my dears. 


> The United Nations Organization, the Asian Nations Organization and the 
European Union. 
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—And the fourth thing? intervened little Pyar, who had 
been following this conversation attentively, counting on his 
fingers. 

-It’s the MS, the “Saharan world map,” replied his sister. 
They made a big map of the world out of molten sand in the 
Sahara desert. 1... don’t why... and the young girl burst out 
laughing nervously. 

— Well, it’s simple, replied her father. The Saharan World 
Map was the Cyberins’ ultimate attack and show of force. 
Right in the middle of the Sahara, over an area of almost a 
hundred square kilometers, the Cyberins melted the sand 
into magma, following the shape of a world map, a map of 
the earth, with all the continents. In a few days, the magma 
cooled, giving way to a frozen lava, a perfectly smooth 
surface, on which the men undertook to draw the borders of 
their country with white paint. 

— Hey, what for? Sybil asked. 

-— Yes why? echoed her brother. 

-That’s how it goes, their father continued. When a 
country is recalcitrant or rebellious (doesn’t want to do what 
the Cyberins say), the United States, along with the United 
Nations, attacks it. Then they put all the great leaders (the 
president or the king, the ministers, the deputies, all the 
representatives of the people) on planes and head for the 
Sahara. There they take them for a walk in the desert, on the 
sand transformed into glass, towards the map of their state. 
In general, the sight of molten sand and the arguments of the 
United Nations are convincing enough that, back in their 
country, the government decides to collaborate with the 
Cyberins. It worked, for example, for Israel, China, 
Afghanistan, Japan. From time to time they send warning 
flashes. For example, for the Israelis, it also took a quarter of 
an hour to flash Tel-Aviv for them to finally decide to pass 
the collaboration laws; same for the Japanese. In this case the 
Cyberins flashed the cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, to 
remind them of bad memories (you know, the two atomic 
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bombs dropped by the Americans in the twentieth century, 
which destroyed these two cities). 

— But if we don’t go there in a youpac, what are they going 
to do to us? They’re not going to destroy all of France because 
four people don’t fit in a youpac, after all!” Sybil argued. 

As Pol remained silent, thinking. Prya took the floor to 
challenge her husband in turn. 

“Pol, could we consider leaving, hiding somewhere? Have 
you thought about it? Or are you so convinced of our defeat 
and so obsessed with virtuality that you don’t even think 
about saving your family?” 

Pol suddenly felt a very distinct impression of loneliness. 
He found himself alone to defend the System of the Cyberins, 
against all the other members of his family and this situation 
began to seriously irritate him. How to explain to them the 
inevitable? How could he make them understand that it was 
over, that there was nothing more to do, without passing, as 
his wife clearly implied, for a father, a husband, who 
abandons his family on the altar of his selfish taste for virtual 
worlds? He finally collected himself and to avoid direct 
confrontation, he decided to answer his wife through his 
daughter. 

“Sybil. What your mother is planning for us, this sort of 
flight, “we’re going to hide out,” in the countryside, for 
example, is called “rebellion” and it’s punishable by law. This 
means that the four of us are going to be “outlawed” and that 
we will be pursued by the police. Of course the Cyberins are 
not going to “enlighten” all of France for the four of us, 
because of our small family. But you have to think about the 
large number. Others will try to do the same. We will soon be 
thousands. And that, the Cyberins will notice and that’s 
where they will react, for example, by flashing Paris or 
another big city. And, to answer your mother (and he turned 
to his wife), where do you want us to hide? How are we going 
to survive? You imagine us in a lost corner of the mountains, 
a hurricane is coming... Ah, we'll be fine! You blame me for 
not having thought of that, but do you have any thought? Me, 
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I didn’t think about it like ... like I’ll never think about “how- 
to-fly-while-flapping-my-arms.” I mean, I haven’t thought of 
something that seems impossible to me from the start, just so 
as not to waste my time. From there, I rather thought about 
the bright side of things, because there is always a bright side 
of things. 

- Ah, that’s for sure, with such a defeatist mentality you’re 
not ready to imagine a solution to get us out of it, retorted 
Prya with a certain aggressiveness. Me, I thought of your 
father’s house in the Dordogne, we could settle down there. 

- But it’s a ruin! Prya, I don’t want our children to live ina 
ruin. First, does this house even still exist? Don’t forget that 
the countryside was the first affected by the naturalization 
policy® and that images from Cyberin satellites are unreliable 
these days. 

-If we don’t see for ourselves, we’ll never know, Prya 
insisted. Pol, we may only have a few days left before 
entering a youpac. Something must be tried!” And it was like 
acry of despair. 

Paul sighed. He could still argue for the necessary 
derealization, because of the dangers that all of humanity 
posed to its own planet. He was convinced that the real 
enemies of the planet and of humanity were not the 
Cyberins, but humanity itself. His daughter, Sybil, a 
convinced ecologist, knew that well. But currently, she was 
too invaded by her anxieties of separation, the fear of losing 
her family, her dear daddy, to the point that she had become 
intellectually blind to her own ecological arguments. Pyar, 
for his part, was still too young to be able to form an opinion 
for himself. He would go where adults could take care of him, 
and that’s all. There remained Prya who, as an adult, could 
possibly have been seduced by the prospect of the youpac, of 
the System and virtual worlds. But, obviously, hers lack of 


° The regrouping of rural inhabitants in cities in anticipation of admission 
to UPACS and the destruction of village dwellings to facilitate the return to 
the wild life of the environment. 
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enthusiasm for morpigs had rubbed off on Cyberin locus. His 
wife was one of those beings who are content to navigate 
between “useful,” pragmatic surfing in the Supranet and real 
human encounters, her female friends, with whom she 
shares a form of atavistic feminine complicity, from which 
men are excluded. As much Pol found in morpigs a 
satisfaction to his thirst for novelty, as much Prya fled 
morpigs precisely to avoid this “novelty,” this risk of 
encounter, and to stay quite in the rituals of her group of 
females. On this level, they were obviously not on the same 
wavelength. 

The advent of the Cyberins came to cruelly highlight this 
disagreement between them. And today, this divergence 
found concrete form in the fantasies linked to the very 
probable and very soon integration of the whole family into a 
youpac. Pol wondered if it was worth opening hostilities in 
his own family, within his couple. After all, the Cyberin 
reality, he was firmly convinced, was sufficiently inescapable 
for, at some point, all to realize, and of the necessity, and of 
the obligation, and of the interest, to enter into the System. 
For the moment, he told himself that he still had to preserve 
the vain hopes of his family, reassure his two children and, in 
a way, play the game, their game, not his. Now, he had to 
make a decision ... energetic! 

“Okay! We'll all go to the countryside. The two children 
squealed with joy. We'll see what’s left of grandfather’s 
house. And then, we’ll see how to survive, he added to his 
wife. But we will do that AFTER the youpac initiation! First 
we need to know what the youpac is worth. Then, we can 
compare with life in the countryside. Is everyone in 
agreement?!” 

His children nodded with conviction, his wife more 
limply. Prya apprehended the youpac experience with 
anguish, but her husband’s arguments were beginning to 
make their way to the back of her mind. 
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Pol gazed with fascination at the young girl on the wall 
screen. On HiWorld, Cyberin television, the virtual characters 
embodying (presumably) a Cyberin were very often children 
between ten and twelve years old. Also, for the past five 
years, speculation has been rife as to this choice. Because, 
moreover, knowing Cyberine technology in terms of 
information, one could not doubt their ability to create all 
kinds of virtual characters, of any age. This choice of 
childhood, for the moment exclusive, had led to several 
hypotheses. Pol agreed with the so-called “biblical” one, 
based on the legend of Christ teaching, from the age of 
twelve, the rabbis in the synagogues. This hypothesis tended 
to be unanimous, because it agreed well with the first DP 
signal, the IHS’ pyro-engraved on the lunar body. The 
disproportion of ages gave the Cyberin character, facing an 
assembly of adults, a very special strength. It was always 
fascinating to see a little man of eleven or a little girl standing 
up to an assembly of scholars, university professors or heads 
of state. 

Today, the board brought together a number of biological 
scientists, cloning specialists, philosophers, bioethics 
lawyers and a few religious leaders. The theme was human 
cloning. Indeed, for three years, the human nations were 
divided on this subject. Some countries had agreed to fully 
collaborate with the Cyberins and their biotechnology to 
undertake cloning, others were very reluctant, even in a 
complete refusal, this at the risk of being “enlightened,” one 
day soon, in order to bring to heel the government and its 
people. A representative of the Pope had just intervened, 
emphasizing the “sacred” character of the human person 
which, according to him, prohibited any interference with 
the natural system of reproduction given by the Creator. The 
young girl stood up and began to pace the stage, raising her 
finger to the sky to launch into a very long speech totally out 


7“THS” are the initials of a Christian symbol meaning in Latin “Jesus 
Hominum Salvator,” or “Jesus Savior of Men.” 
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of step with the character’s age. Speech in total discrepancy 
also with human mentalities. 

“And why do you refuse human cloning? Because the 
human is ‘sacred’ you say, but can’t you see that it’s a residue 
of your crazy beliefs that you are something special in the 
universe, creatures made by a god. Your beliefs are totally 
childish. Human is only a biological program and the main 
purpose of this program is to search for particular 
psychological states. You think you are hustling to do things, 
to build houses or bridges, to do business or war, to make 
peace or love, but in the end, whatever you do is only to 
achieve particular psychological states, attractive, pleasant, 
and your religions do not pursue any other objectives. So 
what is the importance of wanting to duplicate the program, 
to clone and reproduce human according to our good will? 

“Human is nothing in this endless universe, only a few 
billion atoms organized in a complex biological program, lost 
in an immeasurable universe, made up of an infinite number 
of atoms and particles. You think there is something sacred 
in you, but look at yourself! You just eat and drink to survive, 
maintain the machinery and then you shit and pee, is that 
the sacred?! Your intellect, your soul, your love, is that the 
sacred in you? What use is your psychological program to 
you? It serves you, I repeat, only to find states. All your 
beliefs, belief in the soul, in divine love, in God, in a Beyond, 
and so on, all this only serves to put you in particular 
psychological states, they are only images, mirages that you 
make, alone, or all together to give them more strength. 

“And to give you proof that all of this serves only to fulfill 
the purposes of your program of seeking blissful states, just 
watch how you use your so-called ‘sacred things’ to achieve 
all of your most delusional states. Look at how you use God, 
religion (the ‘sacred!’), to justify your wars and your 
massacres. The Holy War of the Islamists, is that your 
sacred?! Your massacres between Catholics and Protestants, 
is that your sacred?! Because behind all your religious wars, 
your massacres for the good cause are always hidden (in the 
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open sky!), your economic and power needs and these needs 
are nothing other than the search for happy psychological 
states. 

“You are fighting for oil, for arable land, for water and 
above all for the power that will allow you to acquire all this, 
and what are you doing to justify all this? You use your 
ideologies (religious, political, racist and so many others) to 
justify to your eyes and to your sensitive and virtuous souls 
the need to kill each other, to torture each other. You do not 
say ‘I massacre such and such a people because they have the 
land, or the oil, which I covet,’ but you say ‘I massacre such 
and such a people because their skin is black, or because their 
beliefs are different, or because it is an inferior race, or 
because it is a different ethnic group,’ in a word you appeal to 
the ‘sacred’ of this people, opposed to your own ‘sacred’ and 
you use this ‘sacred’ as a pretext to slaughter other people! 

“So, tell me, what is this ‘sacred pretext’ worth, this 
‘sacred’ which is used to justify your massacres and your 
tortures? It is worth nothing, because it is simply part of the 
research program of your psychological states. Also, there is 
really nothing more sacred in human and the artificial 
reproduction, the cloning, the duplication, of this biological 
program that you call ‘human,’ are extremely trivial.” 

“Ouch! Prya, who had entered the living room in the 
meantime, had just exclaimed like this. Hat’s Off. 

-Classic Cyberin point of view, moderated Pol. “We are 
just a biological program whose goal is to seek psychological 
states of well-being and everything else is just an alibi, false 
justifications, to hide from ourselves and from others, this 
hedonic search central to our lives,” he recited. 

- Does this justify cloning? Even if our lives are reduced to 
the pursuit of pleasure, it’s not a reason to clone ourselves? 

- You know the Cyberin point of view on the matter: we 
are their herd of “dreaming cows” and it is necessary to select 
and reproduce the best animals, so that the herd is profitable. 
But that is not the real question. This morning, the debate on 
HiWorld was about the sanctity of human. I say “why not?” 
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Anyway, a woman who gives birth to identical twins or 
triplets has made clones. Clones are nothing monstrous. We 
can very well raise them separately and, even raised together, 
we know that they end up being very different, because of 
the differences in life, the various situations and experiences 
that each one had during his childhood. They are 
autonomous human beings. We have to stop seeing clones as 
something special. If Nature can make clones, why can’t we 
do it too?” 

Sybil, sprawled in an armchair, sat up for a moment to add 
her two cents. 

“Me, I wouldn’t want a second myself, yuck! 

- Oh, but neither do I. I wouldn’t want a second Sybil! his 
father joked. A single complainer is enough to ruin a day.” 

The girl sniffled, suppressing a smile. Deep down, she 
knew very well that her father was somewhat right. 


ob 


The emails that landed the next day cut short all their plans 
for a weekend in the countryside. Cyberins had no sense of 
family or family hierarchy. The distinction between adults 
and children was not their strong point and they addressed 
themselves to individuals and not to people endowed with a 
social and family role. This is how, instead of addressing the 
legal guardians, or what they could have considered as the 
“head of the family,” the invaders of the networks addressed 
themselves to everyone, without distinction and everyone, 
children and parents, received the same message inviting 
them to take part in an initiation session at the UPAC in 
Pessac. The only thing that could suggest that they were 
addressing the same family was that the invitation was for 
the same day and the same time slot, from ten o’clock to 
twelve o’clock in the morning. The four messages were 
identical in substance, but very different in form. Pol and 
Prya received the following message. 
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Dear friend of the Earth, Pol SALMONT®, 

The D day has finally arrived for you, you will be able to 
discover the System, receive your initiation into the fabulous 
world of all worlds, of all your dreams. This message is your 
summons for this great moment, this great turning point in your 
life, which will take place: 


UPAC of Pessac 

455 Avenue John Flanerghy 

33600 Pessac — France 

May 12, 2077 between 10 a.m. and 12 p.m. 


This initiation is for you free and without commitment. 
Simply, you will be able to discover all the fantastic possibilities 
of virtuality. But then it will be up to you whether or not you 
want to continue your life in the Unlimited Partition Access 
Center. You are free! No worries. You will be received by the 
friendly hostesses and hosts of your youpac. They will gently 
guide you through the initiation process. It’s absolutely safe, 
painless, just fun, only pleasure and happiness for you. Don’t be 
afraid of losing your family members either. You can come with 
your family or friends and you will be together for this 
initiation. You can be together before, during and after the 
initiation. You will not be alone, you must be reassured on this 
point. 

You are free to come and do your initiation at the UPAC. But 
you must know that if you don’t come that day, you will soon 
receive another summons. Do not forget that life in the youpac is 
for you a duty, to save your planet and, at the same time, allow 
you to live a rich life full of all your potentialities. The UPAC, 
the virtual life, is to BE ABLE TO REALIZE ALL YOUR DREAMS, 
it is to lead a wonderful life, full of love, pleasure, beauty, in 
loads of paradises. 


8 For Prya it was obviously: “Dear friend of the Earth, Prya SALMONT” and 
soon. 
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So, dear earthling friend, join us, join the Cyberins, join your 
UPAC, come and live your real life, with all the people you love. 

See you very soon, with all the friendship of the peoples of the 
universe. 


The children, Sybil and Pyar, each received a different 
version of the message. Sybil received a comic strip which 
conveyed exactly the same invitation to accompany her 
parents in the youpac and the little Pyar, meanwhile, was 
entitled to a short video, featuring a couple of bears and their 
two cubs, going to a youpac and encouraging, in a playful and 
facetious way, the toddler to do the same. 

As soon as the Americans got down on one knee, things 
accelerated. With the die-hard environmentalist mentality 
that characterized the Cyberins, over the years they forced all 
nations to renounce their individual car industry, tolerating 
(temporarily, no doubt) only the public and freight transport. 
After all, they had to maintain a stage of transition, with 
enough industry to be able to build their world of UPACS and 
sophisticated computer systems. This is how the private car 
gradually disappeared from the landscape of the most 
advanced societies. It could still persist in a residual way in 
the least developed countries, marked by vast sparsely 
inhabited areas, as in Africa, but all that was temporary and 
the “bush-taxi” species itself would come to an end, as the 
youpacs in the big cities developed and were attractive. 

The Salmont family had inexorably followed the 
movement. Pol and Prya had given up their personal vehicles 
in exchange for the government bonus and now only 
traveled with the various public transport systems developed 
by the city. If they travelled! Because, more and more, they 
could stay whole weeks in their apartment, having 
everything they needed delivered and spending their time in 
the morpigs or the Supranet. Their social life was itself 
reduced to meetings via social networks and other 
videoconferences. Only Prya had made a point of 
maintaining some physical meetings with her female 
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friends, to whom she went regularly or who, more rarely, 
went to their apartment. 

Pol and Prya had not worked for three years. They were 
what were called the “unemployed transition workers.” 
Basically, the state paid them survival subsidies to gently 
await their integration into a youpac. The apartment they 
lived in was not theirs, but they were exempted from paying 
the rent. As for the children, they themselves rarely met their 
comrades physically. Their schooling was done through the 
Supranet and, like their parents, they assiduously frequented 
social networks. 

Since the brain necessarily needs biology to function and 
the Salmont often wanted to get some fresh air and be 
physically active, they could go to three places: the 
neighborhood swimming pool, the equipped gym and the 
city park. This allowed the bodies ample room to move, exert 
effort and feel alive. Admittedly, the horizon was limited, but 
to have large spaces, all you had to do was go home, put on 
your display headset and put your hands on the echotronic 
balls to immerse yourself in the immense computer 
landscapes of virtual worlds and your brain did the rest: an 
almost perfect illusion. 

“More than eighty percent of the people stay in there! And 
now, downstairs, there’s a control gate with two Cyberpass 
guards watching if it’s flashing or not! Prya had become 
hysterical, as it was happening to her more and more. Pol 
tried to reassure her. 

-Come on Prya darling, calm down, everything will be 
fine. The Salmont will be part of the eighteen percent that we 
won't get so easily. I promise you that we will go to the 
Dordogne, that we will go to see the grandfather’s house. You 
can believe me, for sure, we will go!” 

Prya had begun to whine and she blew her nose, 
unconvinced by her husband’s assurance. The two children, 
alarmed by the palpable tension in their parents, showed up 
at the entrance to the living room, visibly anxious. Pol 
motioned for them to come over and sit on the couch. He had 
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to reassure them too. But first, he had to clear up this 
Cyberpass thing. For two years now, they had, like all 
earthlings, a tiny RFID chip’, barely a millimeter long, slipped 
under the skin of their left arm. This chip is deemed to be 
simply an identification chip that easily replaces ID card, 
social security card, passport, along with other biometric 
identification data. In addition, this chip also serves as a bank 
card and the merchant, after asking you to look briefly in a 
retinal analyzer, passes a detector over your arm and the 
payment is made immediately. 

“You say there’s a Cyberpass checkpoint downstairs? 
Leaving the building? 

-“Youch,” sniffed Prya, who went to sit down between her 
two children. 

— May I go take a look at the Supranet to see what’s going 
on?” 

Prya didn’t answer him, but she took her two children in 
her arms, kissing their foreheads in turn. The little ones 
immediately found relief for themselves in consoling their 
mother. Pol left them, he didn’t have long. Or so he hoped. 

The search on Supranet succeeds immediately. The 
information was very clear; how could she have escaped him: 
wherever the youpacs opened, identity and location checks 
were put in place. The Cyberins didn’t want any cattle to 
escape and leave the herd. They wanted all the cash cows! 
The human, governmental authorities had every interest in 
collaborating with the invaders, otherwise the collective 
reprisals could be catastrophic. In fact, a small percentage of 
rebellious was tolerated (those who had fled the 
implantation of the RFID chip or those who had subsequently 
fried or removed the chip). But beware! The percentage of 


°Acronym for “Radio Frequency IDentification”. It is an electronic system 
whose memory contains information about the human being who wears it. 
Then, remotely, an electronic reader supplies electromagnetic energy to 
the RFID chip and sends it a signal so that the chip transmits back the 
information it contains. Cyberpass is the government agency whose 
mission is to implant and control human RFID chips. 
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defectors had to be modest (less than five percent) at the risk 
of a targeted and devastating “enlightening” of a city or a 
region. 

Pol returned to the living room where three pairs of eyes, 
heavy with anxiety, stared at him. 

“Nothing more normal, Pol began, in a reassuring tone. 
This is the procedure, I just saw it on the Net. Our Cyberin 
friends need control. It’s nothing. 

- First of all, they’re not our “friends,” retorted Prya. They 
are our enemies! And it’s not “nothing” to be checked at the 
bottom of your building. Where is democracy, freedom, in all 
this?!” 

Pol felt very embarrassed because, in a way, his wife was 
right. The problem was that Prya was still reasoning from the 
pre-Cyberin perspective. She couldn’t realize that all of 
humanity had passed under Cyberin law, which didn’t bother 
with democracy and freedom. The only freedom that the 
human cows now had was that of entering a youpac and 
staying there as long as possible and woe to the rebels! 

“My darlings, Pol tried, wanting to be reassuring. I just saw 
for the Cyberpass and it’s true, as soon as a youpac opens its 
doors, there are reinforced controls. But you know that’s the 
law, they just want to make sure everyone gets their 
initiation right.” 

Then, Pol added to his wife’s address: “You know, I looked 
(which was a lie), it’s really seventeen percent of people who 
come out of the youpacs, it’s not nothing , we can very well 
be part of it. Okay?” 

But Prya was only half reassured. What her husband 
omitted to tell her was that of those seventeen percent who 
hesitated, practically all of them would end up staying in a 
youpac at the end of the second or third attempt. The System 
did its job of recruiting to perfection and the tiny percentage 
of definitive rebellious, of which exact figure Pol couldn’t 
find, ended up no one knew how. Did they succeed, after 
having fried their RFID, to hide in the heart of a deep forest or 
in the mountains, to survive as best they could, chased by the 
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Cyberpass commandos? It remained a mystery. In any case, 
Pol did not see himself, not alone and even less with his wife 
and two children, leading the life of a fugitive, far from the 
comfort of a well-protected apartment and abundant food. 
For Pol, the concept of freedom was very relative. It 
represented more a state of mind than a particular physical 
situation. After all, even prisoners find their freedom in their 
imagination and “escape” in their daydreams. These feelings 
of freedom, Pol already drew them from morpigs and other 
three-dimensional virtual worlds and he told himself that in 
a youpac, in the “unlimited partition” offered by the 
Cyberins, it would be even better. Or so he hoped. But in the 
meantime, his wife and children had to be reassured and the 
task was not easy, especially since Sybil put in her own two 
cents. 

“Dad, maybe mom is right, seventeen percent isn’t much!” 

Pyar looked at his sister in bewilderment: “Yeah, seven 
isn’t much,” he hadn’t understood the percentage. Pol felt 
helpless. He had to take matters into his own hands. 

“Everyone listen. Seventeen percent or some other number 
doesn’t count. What matters is our will. We are going to go, 
tomorrow, all together, to the youpac, to do our initiation. 
And after that, there’s no reason why we can’t get out! We get 
out of it, we talk about it again, we see what we do, what we 
decide. And controls are controls. Damn it! Are we invaded or 
are we not invaded? They control us, it’s their right, they are 
the winners, after all and we are the losers. It’s like that. We 
cannot, the Salmont, the little Salmont family, all four of us, 
fight and succeed where a powerfully militarized nation like 
the United States of America has failed. You have to be 
reasonable though! No? Don’t you believe? 

—- What terrifies me, resumed Prya, is what we are going to 
become. We, the little ones, what are they going to do with us 
in their... center of virtuality? I mean “physically,” our 
bodies, how are we going to survive? I’m afraid of ...” 

She didn’t finish her sentence, because of the children, but 
Pol understood that she was obviously afraid of dying. He 
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would have liked the children not to witness their mother’s 
display of anguish. But it was already too late. And then, they 
were all equally concerned, finally. Pol resumed, gently, 
pedagogically. 

“Did you receive your theoretical training? You know, the 
‘Cube,’ the Egg and all that. Children, listen to me too. In the 
Egg our body floats in a kind of jelly that doesn’t wet. It’s like 
being in a tub with wrapper crisps, except it’s not crisps, but 
jelly, like gooseberry marmalade. Okay? In the Egg, which is 
tightly closed, we are sheltered, while our mind is 
disconnected from our body, like when we sleep. Our body is 
protected. He can still breathe, purified air, with a little more 
oxygen by the way than in the air we breathe here. Our 
bodies can drink and eat through tubes that are placed in our 
arms. And don’t worry kids, it’s done under anesthesia, you 
don’t feel anything at all, it doesn’t hurt at all. Finally, there 
are small electric currents that pass through the jelly and 
move our arms and legs muscles, to exercise our muscles. 
That’s to keep us in shape for when we come out of the Egg 
and the youpac. Well, they have it all planned out. We don’t 
have to worry about it. 

-What about pee and poop?! Pyar chuckled, hiding his 
mouth with both hands. Which made the other three smile. 

— Good question, replied his father. The pee and the poo... 
Already, we’re completely naked in the Egg, in the jelly, so 
we're not going to get our panties dirty. Then, what I read 
about it is that it goes into the jelly and that the jelly is 
cleaned, renewed, I don’t know how... But you really think 
that the Cyberins have planned everything. We’re not going 
to float in our poo, after all! Can you imagine that?!” 

This time Sybil and Pyar really burst out laughing. Prya 
had calmed down. She had doubts about all the information 
so complacently given by her husband. After all, the Cyberins 
could lie to us, make us believe whatever they wanted. She 
decided to put on a good face. At least for the little ones. Let 
them not be unnecessarily alarmed. 
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The next day, shortly before ten o’clock, they went through 
the Cyberpass control gate one by one. Each time a small 
green light came on under the guard’s inquisitive eye. The 
latter asked them to show them the copy of Pol and Prya’s 
youpac summons, which he looked at carelessly. Outside, on 
the sidewalk, a second guard smiled at them, which 
encouraged Pol to speak to him. 

“Is it new, the control gate? 

-Oh, I’ve only been posted here two days, the security 
guard said pleasantly. But it must be recent indeed. 

- Do we know why, such checks? 

-You must have received your summons for the 
initiation. Paul tilted his head. It’s related, the security guard 
continued. They want to control a little.” 

The man had rolled his eyes for a brief moment and saying 
“they.” 

“Ah well, said Pol, in a neutral tone. 

- These are directives that come “from above,” you know. 
And the security guard smiled even more at him and gave 
him a wink. We follow the instructions,” he continues. As 
Prya and the children approached, the man asked if Pol was 
going to the family initiation. 

“Yes, Prya said. Yesterday we were talking about it, we 
were a little worried about the children. 

-That’s normal, the security guard said skillfully. All 
parents worry about their children. You know, they will get a 
good education in youpac. You'll have class, you'll learn a lot 
of things,” said the man, leaning towards Sybil and Pyar 
intimidated. 

Then he continued, looking alternately at Prya and Pol: 
“You'll see. At Cyberpass we all do an internship in youpac, in 
unlimited partition and it’s really great. The morpigs, on 
their side, are ... a puppets show. There you will really find 
yourself in real universes, exactly like reality and even 
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BETTER than reality. You can’t even see the difference 
anymore. I always say: virtuality is like reality, but better! 

—Is it true that few people come out of it? Can we get out or 
note” 

The security guard seemed to hesitate for an imperceptible 
moment and Pol noticed that his smile had suddenly become 
more ... mechanical. 

“We CAN, get out of it, he ends up asserting with 
conviction. No worries on that side. You do as you want. But I 
assure you, when you have tasted the Unlimited Partition 
you will understand why so many people get caught up in 
the game, so quickly. You'll see...” 

They would see, that’s for sure. Pol took the lead and, 
taking advantage of the arrival of a tram, he cut short what 
seemed to him to be a well-rehearsed patter. Undoubtedly, 
the guy knew how to sell you the right deal. Invoking the 
clock that was ticking, the Salmont took leave of the friendly 
security guard and rushed into the tram. 

The tram was packed and the Salmont found themselves 
standing, confined to a corner. Pol thought that a departure 
for the Dordogne, with arms and luggage, would doubtless be 
difficult. Between the controls and the difficulties to have 
space... He thinks about how they could, after the initiation 
to the youpac, escape, flee the city. Maybe choose a much 
earlier time, when there are fewer people on public transport. 
But then they would be more visible. The guards, the gates, 
the checks, this was a new deal, which had to be taken into 
account. He imagined going gradually to hide luggage on the 
outskirts of the city, sometimes him, sometimes Prya, to pass 
unnoticed. Then, they would go in two sub-groups, he and 
Sybil, Prya and Pyar, by different paths, find their luggage 
and they would take a train or a bus. Hoping that there would 
be fewer checks beyond the city center. Pol also wondered if 
the controls really meant a restriction on movement. If not, 
what were they used for? Could they still go to the Dordogne? 
The situation took a strange turn... 
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Through the window of the tram, he saw the large 
billboards “Yuppie! Youpac!” touting virtual reality; then, in 
the distance, the UPAC rising majestically at the end of the 
avenue. He immediately attracted the attention of his wife 
and children, who looked at the building, fascinated. Pol 
remembered the information he had gleaned, here and there, 
on the Supranet, about the youpacs. The tower was to be 
more than five hundred meters high and have a surface area 
of more than two hundred floors. Underground, where all of 
the System’s computers and management were located, 
another twenty floors. For a floor area of about ten thousand 
square meters, each UPAC could accommodate nearly two 
hundred thousand human beings in Cubes of three meters by 
three containing the Egg, allowing access to the Unlimited 
Partition. The architecture was fascinating, with lines 
winding up to the top of the building. At the bottom, a very 
high and wide entrance door with two wings, surmounted by 
the white cross (with equal and wide arms, like a Swiss 
cross), on which the letters “IHS” were superimposed, scarlet. 
Pol felt torn between a feeling of admiration for this fabulous 
architectural success and, at the same time, a deaf 
uneasiness, thinking that all the efforts and work of 
Humanity only served its alienation and satisfied the 
appetite of an alien, extraterrestrial race, for the dreams of 
men. 

At the entrance to the youpac, they stood at the end of a 
short queue of about thirty people. Quickly, the tail 
lengthened behind them, but luckily they also found that it 
was advancing rapidly. As soon as they crossed the threshold 
of the virtuality center, they passed under a new control gate 
where their RFID chips were once again scrutinized. Pol 
noticed that there were no more Cyberpass security guards, 
but youpac staff members. All of them were young, in their 
twenties and thirties, dressed in a unisex jumpsuit of azure 
blue color, bearing the Cyberin symbols. On their heads, all 
wore a light helmet, ending in a transparent visor, probably 
with augmented reality, in front of their eyes. They were 
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invited to take their seats in a large hall that looked like an 
airport departure lounge, with rows of low armchairs, 
attached to each other. Here or there, a coffee table or a 
counter, with brochures extolling the merits and advantages 
of the Unlimited Partition. As on a long-haul flight, women 
or men in blue circulated with food carts, offering cold drinks 
and cookies. The Salmont family was informed that the wait 
could last between fifteen and thirty minutes. 

They were in the middle of other families, with children of 
all ages who began to cheer up, their parents trying to hold 
them back and calm them down. Sybil and Pyar had risen, 
but remained calm, “for now,” Pol told himself. They seemed 
impressed by the interior architecture, as slender and 
futuristic as the exterior. It was like being in a cathedral, a 
temple, with colonnades, twists and scrolls, which climbed 
up to the azure dome, on which the symbols of the cross and 
the IHS hung. The Cyberins, as clever strategists, had cleverly 
disguised their hold on Humanity in the guise of religion, 
with its symbols, its temples, its creeds and its dogmas. 

Suddenly, he didn’t quite know how, Pol passed from this 
idea of religion to that of death. Idea related, obviously, to the 
discussion on the future of the bodies in the youpac, which 
they had had before leaving their apartment. And Pol 
thought with horror that out of two hundred thousand 
people in a youpac, it had to die ... A certain number ... Maybe 
one a day or two or three or ten! What did they do with the 
bodies then? And then, in a youpac, what could one die of? If 
things went wrong were we hospitalized? Or did the youpac 
provide care? “Dreams continue during the works,” thought 
Pol, sarcastically. Then, from sarcasm, Pol passed to cold 
realism: knowing the little value that the Cyberins placed on 
the human person, it was likely that little effort was made for 
the survival of sick individuals, in physiological difficulty, in 
a youpac. He imagined that the invaders could very well let 
them die, sucking their dreams to the last drop and replacing 
the failing dreaming cow with another. This is exactly what 
the Spaniards had done by sending the American Indians to 
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work and die at the bottom of the gold and silver mines. Pol 
imagined, with horror, a selection policy: the best specimens, 
the good dreamers, in good health, were preserved, with 
radical medical operations, antibiotics and optimized food. 
The others, the sick, the weak, all those who could not bear 
the shock of the encounter with the Unlimited Partition, all 
those were probably eliminated, if not actively, at least by 
abandonment and neglect, until death ensues. A sweet voice 
brought him out of his morbid cogitation ... 

“It’s the little Salmont family, I presume? My name is 
Alyssa.” 

A curvaceous young woman, molded in the blue of her 
jumpsuit, leaned towards Pol and Prya with a broad smile. 

“Yes, it’s us, Pol said, as if by reflex. 

— You have children, I believe. 

- Yes, said Prya, and she motioned for Sybil and Pyar to 
come. 

- Oh I see! replied the hostess cheerfully. You are there all 
four. Let me test you with this. You must know this device?” 

They didn’t know exactly “this device,” but they had seen 
equivalents in the past, when airports were in operation and 
you could make beautiful trips, for real, thought Pol bitterly. 
And then, it had been more than a quarter of an hour that 
they had seen youpac employees using it on the arms of 
earthlings. They knew, yes, the RFID chip reader, a small oval 
ring, equipped with a handle, which it was enough to pass a 
few centimeters above an arm, to stimulate and read the 
electronic chip slipped under the skin. Pol held out his arm 
first. He deliberately extended the right. 

“Ah, no, it’s not the right arm, Mister Salmont, said the 
hostess, amiably and still with her big maternal smile. 

-Oh, sorry,” said Pol with the most sincere bad faith. He 
held out his left arm to her. 

Once the four members of the “little family” had been 
inspected, the young woman invited them to follow her. 
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“Everything’s fine, I see. It’s therefore your turn to enter 
the initiation cycle of the Unlimited Partition. Please follow 
me, I'll lead you to your private room.” 

The Salmont followed in silence, both curious and 
worried. In the elevator, the hostess gave explanations, 
which only confirmed what they already knew. 

“So you must know, you're not going to be separated at all. 
I'll lead you to a private lounge, just for the four of you. You 
will not be separated, physically, for this initiation. You stay 
together and then, after the initiation, you will meet together 
and you will be invited to our restaurant for a good meal. 

— Can we get out of the youpac after? Sybil worried. 

-Yes, yes, absolutely, replied the hostess, without an 
ounce of hesitation. Get out or stay there as long as you want, 
it will be up to you. 

— And itis up to the parents to decide, right?” Pol scoffed. 

And, at that moment, for a very small fraction of a second, 
Pol could read in the look of the hostess, just like with the 
Cyberpass security guard, a slight... contraction. But the 
young woman recovered immediately and explained, 
addressing Pol and Prya in turn, with her engaging smile: 
“You know, it’s important for children to develop their 
autonomy, to decide a little for themselves. But, of course, the 
parents must have the last word. In any case, you have 
nothing to fear from that side, you will see all that with the 
System, okay?” 

The elevator arrived opportunely at its destination, just 
when Pol was beginning to dig this question of the autonomy 
of children (of his children!) in his heart. Leaving the cabin, 
he exchanged a look with his wife. She didn’t look reassured 
either. 

They followed the hostess down a wide, curved hallway. 
On either side many doors. Undoubtedly the “private 
lounges.” There was no number, no clue to locate one’s 
lounge. To lighten the mood a bit, Pol joked: “Children, our 
hostess has lost our private lounge. 

—Is it true dad? little Pyar worried. 
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- No, no, his sister shoved him. Can’t you see he’s joking.” 

The hostess stopped and, turning and leaning towards the 
little boy, she explained to him, showing him her helmet 
with glasses: “You see, it’s like for the Morpigs or the 
Supranet: I see everything in there. And what do I see right 
now?” The hostess took on a mysterious tone: “The door to 
your own private lounge is just behind you.” And the door 
opened, as if by magic. 

Pol noted, again the individualization: “your own private 
lounge.” She hadn’t said “your,” but “your own.” She had 
called out to the “little Salmont family” downstairs in the 
boarding hall, but since then Pol has felt a disturbing 
individualization dawning. Were they really not going to be 
separated, stay as a family? In any case, the first thing he saw 
on entering “their” private lounge were exactly four 
armchairs, arranged in a circle about three meters in 
diameter, each surmounted by a sort of integral helmet. The 
lounge was small, but comfortable, a little dark, blind, but a 
soft and slightly perfumed air filled it, like a corner of nature, 
a clearing at the bottom of a cool and welcoming forest. It 
gave Pol the impression of a protective nest. Anyway, Pyar 
and Sybil seemed delighted and, with a few exclamations of 
joy, they each took their place in an armchair, facing each 
other. 

“Here, said the hostess, you are at home.” 

The “you” finally reassured Pol. 

“It’s here? Prya asked. What do we do now? 

-Well, you will do like your children. Make yourself 
comfortable in one of the armchairs and then you will receive 
all the instructions through the helmet and the System. It’s 
not more complicated than that. Look: the lounge door will 
close automatically as soon as I leave. You will thus be in 
perfect safety during your experience, your initiation to the 
Unlimited Partition. But at any time you can reopen the door 
to exit, just press the light button here. To leave the youpac, 
you follow the hallway, in one direction or the other, it 
doesn’t matter. You will eventually come across the 
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elevators. The cabin will automatically lower you to the 
ground floor, floor zero. So, I hope I was clear... 

— Madam! I’m too small for the helmet!” 

It was Pyar, writhing in the seat, the back of which was 
obviously too high for the lowering helmet to reach his face. 

“Yes! Me too! Immediately add Sybil. 

- No worries! Cut the hostess. As soon as your parents are 
seated, the chairs will adjust to the size of each of you. Let’s 
go!” she said to Prya and Pol who took their places in their 
turn. 

Indeed, as soon as the couple was seated, the four 
armchairs adjusted to the proportions of their respective 
occupants. Both children’s chairs (and even Prya’s, but to a 
lesser extent) were raised so that their heads were above the 
backs, so that the helmets could drop down in front of the 
children’s faces without difficulty. 

“Here, you see Pyar, everything is fine for you,” said the 
young woman, satisfied. And you too, Sybil, how are you? 

-I’m fine, thank you, she replied politely. 

-Good! Now it’s time for me to leave you. For any 
questions, you can ask the System which will answer you 
much better than I could and... 

— Just one question interrupted Pol. How do we know if we 
are back in reality? 

-Well...” hesitated the hostess. Pol had the distinct 
impression that she was looking for a ready-made answer. 
“It’s the System, together with the Operator, that will tell you 
where you are. It’s not more complicated. But rest assured, 
everything will be fine. You are going to discover the 
marvelous worlds of the Unlimited Partition. Bye!” 

Pol wasn’t satisfied with such an answer, but he didn’t 
have time to insist that Alyssa left, turned around and gave 
them a last small gesture of the hand, smiling. The lounge 
door closed on this soothing image. 

Immediately, slowly, the four helmets began to descend. 
Pol’s last look at reality was on his wife, Prya, facing him. Her 
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heart was in her boots. He smiled at her reassuringly, 
wishing his smile wasn’t too grimacing. 

“Come on, children, we say see you later ...” 

A bit like when the anesthesiologist tells you to count to 
ten and at three you sink, you disappear, the helmet had 
engulfed Pol’s gaze and he was suddenly, somewhere else ... 

In the Salmont’s private lounge, four motionless bodies, 
seated on four armchairs, which had just tilted backwards, at 
forty-five degrees. Bodies without human heads, like four 
extraterrestrials decked out in the heads of interstellar 
insects. Neither faceted eyes nor antennae, but an opaque, 
black and sparkling sphere, like those balls suspended from 
the ceiling of stores that hide a video surveillance camera. 
Four spheres looking inside themselves. 

Pol found himself instantly, both somewhere and 
nowhere. Somewhere, because he felt like he was in a room 
and nowhere because he no longer felt like he had a body. He 
only existed as an emanation floating in this room. In any 
case, he no longer had a body. 

The room was round, like a cylinder, all white, bare, 
empty. He did not know where the lighting could come from, 
as if the light there was a definition and not a phenomenon. 
The only thing that gave this place its “room” appearance 
was a rough wooden door somewhere on the cylinder wall, 
which indicated, this door, by itself, the top and bottom, the 
floor (of which it was near) and the ceiling (from which it 
was far). It reminded him of a barn door, in the Dordogne, at 
his parents’. And he remembered that after the youpac they 
would go to the Dordogne, to see if they could take refuge 
there, flee the worlds of virtuality. Deep down, he didn’t 
believe it was possible, or even desirable. He did not see 
himself living as an eternal fugitive, what’s more with a 
woman who has little capacity to survive in the wild and two 
children who are still very fragile. Yet he also felt fear. Afraid 
of what he was going to live in the Unlimited Partition, afraid 
of dying in a cell at the youpac... That’s when the door 
opened and a young woman entered: Alyssa! 
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“Welcome, Paul!” she said, smiling at him. 

At one time she was the Alyssa who had guided them 
through the youpac to their private lounge, and at the same 
time she was a little different. Slimmer, prettier, more 
radiant. Maybe she was her sister, a twin sister? She wasn’t 
dressed in the youpac’s blue jumpsuit, but like everyone else: 
a white blouse and a floral skirt. She wore pink ankle socks 
and espadrilles to match her skirt. She gave him the 
impression of a little girl straight out of a children’s book. A 
book from the past. 

“None of that, Pol, I’m just an appearance. 

- But, you read my thoughts? 

-No, Iam YOUR thoughts! Or IN your thoughts. However 
you want. Iam what is called the Operator. An offshoot of the 
System. It is through me that you can communicate with the 
System. Do you want me to change my appearance? 

- Uh, to see, yes.” 

The Operator, in a quick morphing swipe, then 
transformed into a bearded young man, dressed in jeans and 
a white T-shirt. He wore an American cap. 

“And like that? This pleases you? Or like that!” 

The bearded young man suddenly melted into a girl of 
about ten years old. In sneakers, red shorts, white and blue 
striped tank top. An Indian girl, with a dark complexion, with 
a magnificent face typical of the Indians of India, with large 
black and shiny eyes, brown, long and braided hair and some 
discreet silver jewelry and colored beads. Her bare arms were 
decorated with exquisite henna designs. She smiled at him 
and it was like a light invading her soul. But, immediately 
afterwards, he felt sick to his stomach. Yet he had no body, 
but the nausea like a wave was well and truly over. 

“Okay, okay. Said Pol. 

-Yes, if you’re Okay, we'll leave it at that for looks. It’s 
Okay? 

~ It’s Okay. 

-The kind of discomfort you just felt is normal. This 
sometimes happens, at the beginning, when the phenomena 
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rush. There have been too many changes. But we’ll stop 
there. This little Indian girl seems to please you, I will keep 
this appearance to explain things to you.” 

Pol suddenly felt good and reassured, facing this child. He 
thought of Sybil ... 

“Pol! Focus on what I’m about to tell you. Can we talk to 
each other? 

- Uh, yes, yes. 

- Good. I have to explain a lot of things to you about your 
initiation to the Unlimited Partition ... 

-But why a kid? asked Pol, who had regained the upper 
hand. Why did the System choose a little girl? 

- It’s not the System, it’s you! It was you who chose me. 

— How so? I have no memory... 

-Tall bearded young man, either. In fact, the System is 
also based on more or less unconscious memories. And not 
only on memories, but also on trends. In this case, a tendency 
in you makes you seem in harmony with my appearance as a 
little Indian girl. That’s all! Let’s move on to something else? 

— Okay. 

- Anyway, we'll have plenty of time to talk about it later. 
This will be part of your daily life in the Unlimited Partition. 
So! Let’s get back to your initiation, exclaimed the young girl, 
with her exquisite smile. Here, Pol, we are in the “Home” of 
the Unlimited Partition. The Home is always in this format: a 
room with doors, windows, which open onto various virtual 
universes. The decor of the room may change, the 
appearance of the Operator may change, but the basic 
structure remains forever the same: one room and more or 
less openings. A question Pol, you who know a little about it: 
which level of experience are you in at the moment? 

— Uh, in outwitness, if I’m not mistaken. 

-Well done! Absolutely, in outwitness: an unbodyded 
experience, with just certain distal sensory modalities.” 

Pol laughs inwardly (so to speak) as he listens to the little 
girl talking to him with an adult vocabulary. It was a comical 
incongruity, like the three-year-old who comes into the 
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living room smeared in lipstick, wearing her mother’s high 
heels. 

“Oh, yes, Pol, Iam only an appearance, a communication 
vehicle, nothing else. Therefore! You don’t have a body: no 
Body, no Skin. And you see me, you see Home as if you were 
in a dream. You see, you can also hear and smell (Pol 
immediately smelled a particularly heady country scent), the 
sense of smell; but no taste or other bodily sensations. You 
float, nowhere and everywhere at the same time. You are 
there, without being there, it is the outwitness mode, indeed. 
For this initiation you will be led to experience the three 
levels of experience: outwitness, inwitness and at the end, 
activwitness. As a reminder: in inwitness you will be 
immersed in a Body-Skin, but without autonomy of action. 
And it is in activwitness only that you will have a body and 
that you will be able to use it. So far so good? 

- Fine! I understand. 

-Do you have any questions? My “darling daddy” added 
the emanation of the System, with a hint of mischief. 

- Well, not at the moment. But it’s true that I could very 
well be your father “my dear child.” And what should I call 
you? Said Pol, getting caught up in the game. 

- As you like. “Sybil?” For example. Or I can decide for you. 
Do you want to know my Indian first name? 

- Yes, not “Sybil.” Your Indian first name will surely suit 
me. 

~ It’s “Jeevana.” My first name is Jeevana. Are you okay? 

— Okay, Jeevana, no questions for the moment. But call me 
“Pol,” not “daddy,” until I adopt you, okay? 

— Okay Pol. Good! The tests are going to begin. They aim to 
adjust the System, to create a harmony between the System 
and your own nervous system, your brain and your thought, 
to put it simply. For the moment, you are in outwitness and 
in a simple, but relatively well-structured mode of 
experience. As soon as the tests begin, you will first pass 
through a black hole, the Black Hole. You'll see, it’s not a very 
pleasant experience, but you'll get used to it, it doesn’t last 
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very long. We cannot do otherwise. The tests start with the 
Black Hole, that’s how it is. It’s a kind of reset, which is 
necessary. 

“Then, you will have various sensory, emotional 
experiences and more or less elaborate worlds. It’s the System 
that tests you, that adjusts its parameters. We have to go 
through it. Sometimes it’s nice, sometimes it’s not, but the 
System needs to do that to be able to get along with you. 
These tests, in principle, are carried out only once. Once the 
System is in harmony with your brain, you can be in 
activwitness and begin to experience the marvelous virtual 
universes of the Unlimited Partition. Are you ready?!” 

Pol felt like the novice parachutist, like the Vitruvian Man, 
arms and legs stretched out in the frame of the exit door of 
the plane, looking two thousand meters down, the Lilliputian 
world, the mosaic of the fields, the cobweb of the roads and 
her belly knotted by anguish. Before even being able to say 
“yes,” that he was ready, the little Indian cried “go!” and he 
dove... 

If the passage in the Home, in outwitness, resembled being 
somewhere and nowhere at the same time, the Black Hole 
was rather to be and not to be at the same time. A minimal 
consciousness, a feeling of duration, but nothing else. It was 
practically living the impossible metaphysics: the 
consciousness of nothing. It lasted, but nothing lasted. He 
was nothing in nothing, but it lasted all the same. Shortly, 
then, the tests began. 

He then felt like the blond girl in King Kong’s hand, except 
that the gorilla seemed to have gone mad and started 
pounding his mind all over the place. All his sensory and 
perceptual channels were tested one by one. First the visual. 
He began to see flashes of light of various colors, exploding 
into fireworks. Then, undulating lines invaded Pol’s psychic 
space, then more and more complex psychedelic forms. And, 
little by little, as if an impressionist painter had amused 
himself by taking his very thought for a canvas, a landscape 
gradually developed around him. First in a summary way, 


84 


FRIDA 


like a pixelated sketch, developing in successive layers of 
more and more detailed, like those old progressive JPEG 
images. The landscape itself was a kind of rocky Martian 
desert, testing every shade of orange, from bright yellow to 
scarlet red. After slipping from dazzling light to nocturnal 
dark, thereafter the landscape changed hues again, slipping 
through all the bands of the rainbow: red, orange, yellow, 
green, blue, indigo, violet, but still browns, sepias, grays, 
beiges, golds, silvers, chromes. Pol had the impression of 
having entered an image processing software, color palette 
function, and that a crazy artist was having fun moving the 
sliders from one end of the colorimetric spectrum to the 
other, tweaking luminosity, contrast, saturation, hue and 
color balance, filtering alternately light and dark, warm and 
cool tones. 

After a new transition to black, a more earth’s landscape 
emerged from nothingness, a bucolic, verdant corner, with 
hills rising in tiers in the distance, under an azure sky and... 
the first sounds appeared. 

Pol perceived first pure sounds, then combinations of 
sounds, chords, some perfect, others strongly dissonant, to 
which were linked various noises, snorings, cracklings, 
creakings, clickings, detonations, stridencies, stridulations, 
with many echo, rhythmic, reverberation and spatialization 
effects. Pol felt completely plunged, immersed, carried away, 
drowned, in an incessant sonorous river, which rippled in 
intensity between the murmur of the lapping and the 
howling of the storms. Then, an immense sonic whirlwind 
formed around him, at first twisting, metallic, roaring, 
cacophonous, then rising, rising, in an infernal crescendo, 
which seemed to want to lift him, him the bodiless, to rip 
him, tear him, crush him, burst him. And, little by little, as 
his conscience was on the verge of uneasiness, nausea, in all 
this din of the devil, animal voices began to emerge, in the 
form of howls, long gasps, terrible growls, wild roars. 
Alternating painfully the piercing treble of ultrasonic and the 
low and tectonic vibrations of infrasound. Squeals of bats 


85 


ERIC LOONIS 


and drums of elephant steps. Then, harmonies emerged, 
summoning all of Earth’s musical instruments into a huge 
symphony orchestra. He thought he recognized many 
melodies, but like those writings in night dreams, which one 
sees clearly but cannot read, he could not identify any. The 
music prevailed now on its waves, sometimes bewitching 
and submerging, sometimes peaceful and emollient. And 
suddenly, from the depths of the musical euphonies, 
appeared human voices, still shrill, discordant, then, more 
and more harmonious, which soared, flew away, in a celestial 
chorus, exquisite cannons, lifting his soul, crushing his 
emotions, carrying him high into an abyss of voluptuousness 
and immeasurable joy. In front of so much sound beauty, 
joined to the magnificence of the landscape around him, he 
was delighted by his first psychic orgasm, where all his 
thoughts merged into a heart of enjoyment, into a euphoria 
of being, as into an eternal and infinite bliss. And, sated, 
ecstatic, then contemplative, motionless, the sound, in 
rumblings, gurglings, rustlings, grumblings, sunken 
murmurs, died out, like the flame of a candle which leaves, 
disappears in a thread of smoke. Leaving him groggy, but 
satisfied, dazed, but happy. 

New transition to black. And... Silence. Not that 
adulterated silence and its inextinguishable Brownian hiss, 
but pure silence, an immaculate absence of sound, the perfect 
binary silence, all the bits at zero. 

Two new sensory modalities then appeared, gradually. 
First as atmosphere, freshness, then moistness, then again 
vivifying and finally fragrance. Pol’s anosmia, which had 
reigned until then, gave way to imperceptible exhalations. 
And, in synergy, its ageusia faded into subtle flavors that 
spread like fog at the bottom of the valleys on autumn 
evenings, in a mouth from everywhere and nowhere. Pol had 
become nose and mouth at the same time, like the 
disembodied reference to pure sensations. 

The first smells invaded his soul. Light, pleasant 
fragrances, chemical bouquets, resins and turpentine, 
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invaded its interior space, nose and mouth always intimately 
associated in a unique experience, an aromatic communion. 
The aromas-flavors were thus chained to each other, 
slippery, staggered, covering each other like the tiles of a 
roof, flowing in a long river of sensory feelings. And 
suddenly, this river seemed to him to be stratified, as if 
layers, odoriferous and gustatory leaves were detached from 
each other, spreading out the complete spectrum of odors 
and sub-odors, tastes and sub-tastes, of all their molecular 
components. 

The dissociation first turned into a horrible cacosmia, 
where acrid vomit, perspiration, overdone _ cheese, 
excrement, sulphurous rotten egg farts mingled or followed 
one another, to turn into the stench of putrefied flesh, rot 
dairy products, the pestilence of sewers and septic tanks, the 
infection of gangrene, the fetid stench of breath, rotting fish. 
Then, the wheel of perceptions turned again, inexorable, 
sliding towards acidity, hints of ozone, bleach, ammonia, 
extending into acrylic paint, sugary tar and oil, methylated 
spirits, vinasse. 

New layers of taste and smell, enveloped Pol’s mind, 
swirling in enticing fumes, driving away his unease and 
nausea. First vapors laden with musk, soft emanations from 
caves, stone, lime, limestone, turning into water, mosses and 
ferns, humus and tobacco, wet grass from the first August 
rains, herbaceous savannah, deep jungle, dark forest. Still 
sliding and unfolding like a fan, in woody fumes, cedar, 
fennel, anise, dill and cumin. Incense. Then, more sweetness 
invaded his soul-mouth-nose, spicy, lemony, peppery, 
mentholated, violets and wild strawberries. For a moment, 
Pol thought he was staring at vegetables, carrots, peppers, 
onions, leeks, but it quickly turned to baked bread, toasted 
coffee and popcorn. Coconut, vanilla, honey and melted 
butter. Barbecued meat, whose aromas, strangely, conspired 
with caramel, vanilla and chocolate. The sweet aromas and 
flavors became more and more prominent, invading Pol’s 
experience with a sweet, fruity bliss, first lemon, grapefruit, 
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then bursting into exquisite mango, raspberry, grape, orange 
and banana. The whirlwind of more and more mixed 
afferences then seemed to slow down, like the whirling 
skater who stretches out his arms. And suddenly... The 
whirlwind of more and more intertwined afferents then 
seemed to slow down, like the whirling skater who stretches 
out his arms. And suddenly... 

Fade to black. 

Pol was in a body. Body of pain. Knotted on a tiled floor, 
eyes closed, howling, for an inner fire was burning him. This 
body seemed to come to life in long vital filaments, long 
ramifications of little nerves that spread from its brain down 
into its spinal cord, multiplying in streams of lava, finer and 
finer, capillaries, to the end of his extremities, hands, feet, to 
the heart of his entrails, transformed into a burning fire, to 
the surface of his skin, incandescent. 

This body writhed in pain, panting under the electric 
burn. Then, his lungs on fire, the first, began to feel the cool 
air that soothed them. Little by little, the sensations of 
ignition gave way to other impressions. He seemed to be 
warming up, cooling down, he now felt the cool, solid tiles on 
which he was curled up. He felt naked. When his forehead on 
the ground felt like he could come off without fear of 
spontaneous combustion, the body Pol was in straightened 
up, leaning on his outstretched hands and arms. He was ina 
bathroom with peach-colored wall tiles. On his left a shower 
tray, on his right a washing machine and, facing him, a 
washbasin, surmounted by a large mirror and a ramp of 
bright white light bulbs, which cast a vivid light into the 
room. The walls, themselves tiled, played with exquisite 
geometric patterns, alternating with plain areas in red tones. 
Everything seemed too vivid and too real to him. The colors, 
dazzling, seemed to spring from the floor and the walls, the 
smells of soap, shampoo, humidity, mold had an 
extraordinary relief, the silence of the room was its 
oxymoron: deafening; only interspersed by the pendulum 
lapping of a drop of water falling from the shower head, 
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which crashed into the tray in a digital, ultra-precise and 
sharp tac. From this body, Pol felt an extreme vitality. He felt 
him both exhausted, but also charged with a potential 
energy, a biological power, ready to express themselves, to 
blossom, even to explode, at the slightest of his desires. The 
memory came back to him of certain mornings of his 
adolescence, just awake, out of bed, as he might have felt, 
body and mind totally rested and, at the same time, saturated 
with energy. But in this body, Pol was also helpless, he could 
not control it, he was its prisoner, passively assisting in 
sensations and actions. 

With both hands, the body gripped the edge of the sink 
and hoisted itself up. By the way, just before closing his eyes 
again, dazzled and stunned for a moment, Pol had clearly 
perceived the delicacy of the hands, the slenderness of the 
wrists. But he immediately forgot them. Standing, arms 
outstretched, hands resting on the edge of the sink, the body 
that Pol inhabited opened its eyes to the mirror, facing it. And 
he saw a woman’s pelvis, the short-haired sex of a human 
female. 

Pol’s flabbergasted mind contemplated the magnificent 
body of a young dark-haired woman, with tanned skin, 
heavy firm breasts, flat stomach, wide hips, powerful thighs. 
The gaze returned to the face, his face! It was HIS body! He 
was a woman! He couldn’t believe it. The body took her 
breasts with both hands, gently, and Pol remembered Prya’s 
breasts. He remembered those moments when Prya stood, 
standing in front of him, smiling at him in the mirror. As he 
pressed his body against hers, feeling an erection dawn 
against his wife’s buttocks and taking her breasts in his 
hands likewise, like two fruits offered to the god that he 
seemed to be at such times. There, it was his own breasts that 
he touched! 

The woman he inhabited looked at herself. This beautiful 
escutcheon-shape face, framed by thick brown hair, with 
wavy curls, a little Brazilian, a little Indian, eyebrows and 
eyes set wide apart, slightly heavy eyelids, slightly flat nose, 
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slightly sensual mouth, smiled at him and Pol felt it a divine 
enjoyment, as if she had smiled at him, at him, at the same 
time that he was smiling at himself. The two feelings collided 
when this beautiful woman smiled at him now, radiantly, 
revealing a perfect and stained dentition, titillating, 
seducing, the male in him and, whether he was her, this 
synergized, in two irreconcilably welded representations. 
And that woman’s face burst into lively, melodious laughter, 
and her voice, which he heard for the first time, seemed to 
him like pure water from a torrent rushing down the 
mountain. Her laughter flowed from the top of his being, 
bouncing off the rocks of his certainties, digging into the 
cliffs of his self-evidence, plunging into the thick forests of 
his emotions, spreading across the radiant plains of his 
sensations. Until the door opens behind him and explodes 
against the tiled wall. 

They were three. A cry escaped her. She turned around in 
one block, fists clenched, like a man, ready to cope and face 
up. Suddenly, two grabbed her arms and the third’s 
sledgehammer slammed into her stomach, taking her breath 
away. They dragged her out of the bathroom and threw her 
on the unmade bed. She curled up in it, struggling to get her 
breath back as quickly as possible. She had to defend herself! 

During this time, they had quickly undressed. Two 
grabbed her again. She struggled again. An avalanche of 
blows fell on her beautiful face. Pol and she began to cry. He 
remembered his humiliation, in primary school, when a big- 
one had slapped him. Hands squeezed her ankles and knees 
like in a vice. They opened her wide, showing off her 
intimacy. Already, she felt devastated inside. She couldn’t 
struggle anymore, she couldn’t risk her life, her beautiful 
face. She saw the third routinely wet his glans with saliva. 
His erect penis seemed enormous, disproportionate. He 
couldn’t do it and she/he shouted “NO!,” repeated "NO!," to 
the three deaf guys who were going to rape her. And he 
slumped on top of her, thrusting deep into her, and pistoning 
her with a sneer on his face. 
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Strangely, the excruciating pain that Pol expected did not 
occur. The entrance to her vagina burned at first, but soon 
the penis inside her was just a foreign body, strange, but not 
really painful. “Is that a rape?” he said to himself, peering 
deep inside himself, seeking the memory of what he had 
imagined of it, when he was aman. 

He tried to kiss her on the mouth. She turned her head 
away, disgusted. But he, his hand caught in her thick hair, 
immobilized her beautiful bloody face and pressed his own 
against it, forcing her lips with his greedy tongue. She 
thought about it, but didn’t dare bite him, she was terrified. 

He poured himself into her with thrusts and hoarse cries. 
Then, atrocious musical chairs, it was the turn of the second. 
She ends up surrender. What’s the point now? And he/she 
took refuge deep within him/herself, marveling at the 
obscure peace, the mortal quietude that reigned there. She/he 
felt in a nothingness, which was going to engulf him/her. But 
other blows, slaps, fell on her face, to wake her up. They 
wanted reaction, that she struggle. They wanted the mouse 
to try to escape the cat’s claws. They wanted her alive and 
struggling, not half-dead, passive. She couldn’t escape them, 
through no escape route, and they turned her around. 

That’s when a strange thing emerged in her and Pol was 
very surprised. She spread her knees, arched her loins, as ina 
reflex and, this time, had the impression of giving herself. 
They laughed like children, commented in heavy obscenities 
on her intimacy, her ass, her big ass, insulted her, belittled 
her, humiliated her (or thought they could do so). One 
kneaded her breasts, one triturated her buttocks. And again a 
dart penetrated her, ransacked her. But it wasn’t like before. 

When, at the same time, another dart appeared in her 
mouth, she seized it, welcomed it deep in her throat, on the 
verge of choking, naturally finding the rhythm of the pump, 
bringing her lips together, avoiding to put her teeth on it. 
And the sum of these intrusions, the fear and all her feelings 
mingled in one point, in the middle of her forehead. He/she 
noticed, horrified and delighted at the same time, that she 
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was no longer giving herself, but taking. Her vagina had 
become a hot mouth, eager and overflowing with a murky, 
guilty pleasure. And her mouth had become a toothless 
vagina, her electric lips sucking voluptuously. She felt full, 
fulfilled, invested, existing. She was like the BITCH she had 
always been. She regretted, at each turn, the change of chairs. 
But, at the same time, at every turn, like a new pleasure was 
born, like a semblance of first time. He remembered his first 
sexual penetration, with a girlfriend from high school. He 
remembered the irresistible, warm wetness of the vagina 
around his penis, which had made him ejaculate prematurely 
that day. And there he was that vagina and his mouth, 
flooded with acrid semen, was that vagina. The enjoyment 
burst, suffocating, invasive, exploding in her whole body, 
much more powerful than his first schoolboy orgasm, 
illuminating her consciousness with a long atomic flash, 
shaking all her nerves and all her muscles, long telluric 
aftershocks, which went in decrescendo, perfect, blissful 
waves, still carrying the initial enjoyment. 

They abandoned her/he, sated, doll torn, broken, bitterly 
satisfied, groggy, astonished, exhausted. He/she no longer 
wanted to know anything about the world, about this reality. 
She/he wanted to disappear and sleep overcame her/him. 

Probably just another one of those blackouts, because Pol’s 
consciousness came alive again. He was blind, he was deaf, he 
felt nothing or taste in his mouth. Black, empty, scary 
universe. And yet he felt a body, he still felt himself in a body. 
A bit like those patients with locked-in syndrome, but an 
inverted syndrome: he no longer perceived the environment, 
but continued to perceive the body in which he was locked up 
and, moreover, this body began to move. A puppet 
manipulated by who knows who, this body began to walk, 
run, jump, bend, twist. Pol then felt painful sensations from 
this body, in the chest, in all the muscles, then, little by little, 
other more pleasant, visceral, epidermal sensations emerged. 
His heart and his temples began to beat, his breathing, at first 
panting, gradually calmed down. 


92 


FRIDA 


The body had been sitting motionless for a while. Fresh, 
fragrant air filled his lungs with each breath. And... He took 
a deep breath. Not just the body, but Pol took a deep breath, 
swelling his chest! Pol opened his eyes, tilted his head, 
looking at his body. Pol looked at himself then, actively, of his 
own volition, looked at his arms, his hands. Pol voluntarily 
raised his gaze and he saw “a bucolic, verdant corner, with 
hills rising in tiers in the distance, under an azure sky.” 

Pol plunged into total delight. Everything was so beautiful, 
so perfect and he felt so perfectly fine. An immeasurable 
serenity of the soul. He was finally in his body, which he 
could command and move, breathe at will, move his arms 
and legs, open and close his hands, wiggle his toes, stretch, 
lean back and lean on his elbows, in the grass. His fingers, in 
the grass, touching each blade of grass and each blade of 
grass was exquisitely precise, shone with a magnificent inner 
brilliance and all this world, this universe, around him, was 
bursting with color, of lights, of a fundamental liveliness. 
And the sounds, so clear, so present. And the smells, so 
pregnant, of the breaths of countryside and forests, of 
meadows, of flowers, down to the faint hints of salt spray 
from an ocean that must have been somewhere beyond the 
hills. 

He made sure of it. This body, which he inhabited and 
commanded, was indeed himself, apparently, his, really. He 
was dressed as usual. He felt particularly good there, calm, 
relaxed, in perfect relaxation. And a small voice called out to 
him: 

“Hello! Bapu?!” 

Pol turned around. It was Jeevana, the little girl from 
Home. But he no longer had in mind that she was the 
Operator. He saw her as he would have seen Sybil, his own 
daughter. He no longer had any worries about hearing her 
call him “bapu” and he knew that meant “daddy” in Hindi 
and he found it quite natural to receive her in his arms, into 
which she had just rushed and to feel a paternal love for her, 
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just as if she had been Sybil, his own daughter and perhaps 
more than if she had been his own daughter. 

She found herself half lying on his thighs, laughing, 
snuggled up, him wrapping his arms around her and 
covering her face with kisses. He blew, lips vibrating, into her 
neck and the little Indian girl’s laughter rang out again and 
again in her left ear and Pol felt overwhelmed with a 
powerful love for this child, as if an earthquake were coming 
to give him her back. 

They stayed like that for a while, she snuggled up, looking 
gravely at her bapu’s face, he, holding in his lap an invaluable 
treasure, a precious stone, a star, a marvelous little being. 
And the love he felt overwhelmed his heart and his eyes. He 
had never felt such love. He had been in love, he had suffered, 
but such intensity was totally new to him. He hadn’t 
imagined that he could love so much, feel such emotion, such 
a feeling of fulfillment and uniqueness. Holding her close, 
feeling Jeevana’s breath, Jeevana’s heart, against his chest, he 
closed his eyes, overflowing with tears, gently cradling his 
darling child. 

After ... after... a... moment... he seemed to come to his 
senses. Still motionless, Jeevana nestled in his tight arms, it 
suddenly occurred to him WHO Jeevana was: he was hugging 
the Operator! The emotional and loving illusion had been so 
perfect that he had let himself be completely taken in by it. 
And it was still so vivacious that he didn’t dare throw flying 
the sort of biological doll he was holding against him. He felt 
torn between the anger of having been fooled and the echoes 
of such a positive and striking emotion that he no longer 
knew what to do. Keeping the Operator close to him, or 
pushing the Operator away bluntly, in either case he was 
going to lose face, in both cases it was giving the Operator a 
consistency he didn’t have. 

Luckily, it was Jeevana herself who came out of an 
apparent drowsiness and, stretching herself in his arms, she 
smiled at him so tenderly that again, emotion seized him. But 
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he resisted it, this time, and made the effort to speak in an 
attempt to dissolve it. 

“Operator Jeevana, please stay away from my Body-Skin. 
Thank you !” 

The little girl straightened up and, rolling in the grass, sat 
down a short distance away, facing Pol. 

“So, Pol, was it good? Happy? she asked. Did you like it? 

-I don’t understand how I could deceive myself so much 
with you. 

~ It’s a bit like the principle of the little child’s Teddy bear. I 
(the System, when I say “I”, Okay?), I used that part of the 
child in you that is still able to bond with a teddy bear and 
love it deeply. And it worked! Well done! You shouldn’t be 
ashamed of it, though the System greatly appreciates your 
sense of shame, as well. 

— A parasite of my emotions. He feeds on it. 

-If you want. You can see things like that. But will you 
dispute that the process involves highly rewarding 
experiences for you? Is not it?” 

Pol pouted, divided. 

“And the rape, in inwitness, if I’m not mistaken. You call 
that a “rewarding” experience? 

-From my point of view (which is that of the System, of 
course), “rewarding” must be considered globally. The worst 
experience, in the end, can be considered positive, 
“rewarding” on some level. And then, as far as the experience 
in question is concerned, between being in the Body-Skin of a 
beautiful woman (which you seem to have appreciated) and 
sexual enjoyment, in the end, is it not a positive overall 
balance? I’m sure that over time, you'll only keep the good 
sides. 

“And then, think a little about this love that emerged, like 
that, so intense, for me, your little Jeevana. Which emerged 
because you were in a state where you didn’t control much, 
where you were in total spontaneity, isn’t that a precious 
experience? Terribly important? Why denigrate her because, 
supposedly, I am only an illusion, I am ONLY the Operator 
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and therefore your love would only be an illusion? A fake 
love, you tell yourself. But think for a moment: aren’t all loves 
basically an illusion? Aren’t they irretrievably factitious?” 

Pol considered what had become of his love for Prya. And 
what would become of his love for his children, for Pyar, for 
Sybil ... Time passes, time would pass and his feelings would 
evolve ... How long had it been since he had embraced with 
such emotional intensity, the young woman Prya? His little 
daughter Sybil? 

“You see (sorry to share your thoughts), you're beginning 
to understand, the little Indian girl continued with a 
mischievous smile. Why not play the game? I’m just your 
first False Other, virtual character, in a virtual universe. You 
will know many more and you will love (or hate) many more, 
believe me. Whether I’m real or unreal doesn’t matter. What 
matters is the possibility of living your dreams. It is the 
possibility of living rich and intense experiences, the means 
do not matter. It’s not the Teddy that counts, but it’s THE 
Teddy! It’s not who you love that counts, it’s the feeling of 
love itself. It is the very principle of “divine,” “absolute,” 
“universal” love, as you wish. It probably also has to do witha 
certain fox that needs to be tamed so that it becomes unique. 
You understand me? 

-A little, said Pol thoughtfully. He suddenly changed the 
subject. By the way, the tests, with the System, is it good, is it 
over? 

- Yes, Pol, it’s over, your nervous system is now in phase 
with THE System. Everything is fine. Wasn’t that too hard? 

- A little, but that’s okay. The hardest part was getting into 
inwitness, but luckily it didn’t last... 

- Nothing lasts ... interrupted the little girl, enigmatic. 

— My family?! Pol had suddenly thought of his family. How 
did they experience all of this? It must have been hard for the 
little ones. Have they been through everything I’ve been 
through?” Pol suddenly felt very anxious and guilty too, for 
having completely lost sight of his family. 
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In response, Jeevana, the Operator, smiled at him looking 
behind him. “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” And Pol recognized the 
voices of his children. 

He got up immediately, smiling, laughing when his two 
toddlers threw themselves into his arms. And, a few steps 
back, Prya, his adored wife, who walked slowly towards 
them, glowing. She seemed so happy. The four of them 
hugged each other, as if reuniting after a very long journey. 
While they had only been separated since ... Since when, by 
the way? What was the notion of time worth in virtual 
worlds? A reflection that immediately showered Pol. While 
holding his little ones against him, he turned to Jeevana, the 
Operator, who had stood aside. 

“I feel like I’ve been fooled again!” Pol threw at her. 

The little Indian smiled mockingly at him. 

“What’s going on my darling? Prya asked. 

— One moment MY darling. Kids, give me a minute, okay? I 
need to speak with the little one over there. Okay?” 

Pol walked over to the Operator, worried and with a hint of 
anger. He took her by the arm and walked away from his 
barely reunited family. 

“And that what is it? ‘True’ or ‘False Others?’ Hey? I’m sick 
of these illusions. He said between his teeth. 

- Don’t worry, Pol, replied Jeevana, seriously. The tests are 
not quite over for your wife and children, but everything is 
going very well for them. These are therefore False Others 
that the System offers you, to please you in the meantime. 
That’s all! Don’t take this the wrong way and enjoy the 
moment. Carpe Diem. 

-Don’t lie to me: have my children, my wife, have they 
experienced a... arape, like me? Answer me frankly. 

-No Pol, each individual is different and experiences the 
initiation to Unlimited Partition differently. Of course the 
basics of the settings, vision, hearing, smell and taste, it’s a 
bit the same for everyone. The transition to inwitness is 
unfortunately similar, quite painful, but as you have seen, it 
doesn’t last very long. After the experiences will be very 
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different depending on the individual, their personality, 
gender, age, etc. 

-But me, why did I find myself in a woman’s body and 
why this rape? 

-The System captures your deepest, unconscious 
tendencies, and allows you to live these tendencies. There is 
no other explanation. 

-So that means that deep down I dream of being “a 
woman who gets raped”?! 

-Without a doubt. Surely that’s it. Does that surprise 
youe” 

Pol didn’t know what to answer. It surprised him, but ... 
not that much. And quite specific sexual fantasies came back 
to him, arousing in him feelings of shame. 

“Do you see Pol? What did I say? Jeevana said softly taking 
his hand. Come on, go join yours.” 

Pol became more aware of his surroundings. They were 
still on a meadow with short, flowery grass. There was an old 
lime tree, the neck of which had been refreshed by sheep. He 
remembered a similar lime tree in the yard of his parents’ 
house. Walking slowly with the little Indian, the Operator, 
they had moved away from Prya and the children. He saw 
them in the distance. Prya sat on a rock and watched the 
children playing. They chased each other and rolled at times 
in the grass and got up again, all the while shouting and 
laughing. Between him and his family were two tall maritime 
pines, fairly close to each other, which thrust their slender 
trunks skyward. He spontaneously decided to pass between 
these two trees to join his family. He let go of Jeevana’s hand 
and, almost immediately, a small cool gust passed over him, 
like a signal. He didn’t pay much attention to it, because soon 
after, he was hungry and he called his children. 

“Oh, oh, children! Are you hungry?! We could go get some 
food!” 

The little ones stopped, a little surprised, and straightened 
up, standing on the lawn. Prya lifted her face and smiled at 
him, with a small wave of her hand. Pol was advancing 
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rapidly, approaching the two maritime pines. He was happy, 
perfectly happy. He didn’t know where they were going to be 
able to eat, but ... And that’s when he passed between the two 
pines and, instantly, he crossed his first hidden door. 

It was like a brief black hole and he found himself staring 
into the inside of a helmet, a greyish, blank screen. The 
helmet slowly rose above him, the chair he was sitting on 
straightened vertically. Pol was back in the living room, in 
the youpac. Around him, still comfortably installed in their 
reclining chair, the black helmet hiding their heads, his wife 
and children were there, still lost in the virtual worlds of 
their initiation to the Unlimited Partition. 

Suddenly worried, he got up and went to touch the arms of 
Sybil, Pyar and Prya in turn. They were warm, pulses 
pounding, alive! Chests rose and fell slowly, to the rhythm of 
very deep sleep. Thinking that they would soon emerge, like 
him, from this artificial coma, Pol waited, resuming his seat. 

He looked at his watch. It was past noon. That’s why he 
was starting to get hungry. He thought of everything he had 
just experienced in virtuality. The tests, the... rape, in 
inwitness. To be a woman, in a woman’s body... He kept a 
sort of nostalgia about it. The System was right, after all, it 
was his secret dream. Not that he wants to be a woman 
definitively, but to live this experience, from time to time, 
why not? There was nothing to be ashamed of. It was him, 
his own intimate experience ... And then, the rape ... Then he 
thought of the little Indian girl. What a charming attention 
to the System that this adorable Operator! He had felt such 
affection for this child. Tears welled up in her eyes. He tried 
to pull himself together. It was, after all, only an illusion of 
the System. But it was a great illusion! Pol struggled not to 
close his eyes and enter into that tender memory of Jeevana. 
He was afraid that by closing his eyes the System would 
make him plunge back into “out,” “in” or “activwitness.” 

He was hungry. Nothing on the side of his family. Jeevana 
had told him that they were in late in their tests. How long? 
He got up from the armchair and decided to leave the lounge. 
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After all, they were all in the youpac and would eventually 
find each other. The door opened without any difficulty and 
closed automatically. Pol walked resolutely down the circular 
corridor, looking for the elevators. He passed a staff member, 
dressed in blue, smiling. 

“How are you doing?” asked the young man with a comely 
face. 

- Perfectly well, answered Pol, smiling, too. I left my wife 
and children in the lounge. I believe that the tests are not 
quite finished for them yet ... 

- Yes it’s normal. It lasts longer or shorter depending on 
the person. You must be fast! he laughed. Pol became serious 
again. 

- Uh, do you know where I can eat a little, all these virtual 
experiences made me hungry. 

-— Oh yes! It’s easy. Right next you have the elevators, there. 
You go down to the third. It’s marked “Restaurant.” You can’t 
miss it. You can wait for your family there. The System will 
send them a message to inform them. Nothing to worry 
about.” 

The man walked away, smiling and giving him a small 
friendly wave of his hand. Once in the elevator Pol was 
surprised to see the indication “Restaurant” next to the 
button for the third floor. He didn’t remember this sign on 
the way up. Maybe it wasn’t marked in all the elevators. He 
hesitated ... His hunger seemed to have subsided. It might 
well differ a little. He decided to press the button for the 
ground floor. He had a sudden desire to get some fresh air, to 
take a look outside, to see the city again. A kind of “reality 
check.” The elevator sped to its destination, Pol wondering 
how the System could warn his family ... 

Coming out of the elevator, Pol noticed that there was a 
kind of lounge bar on the left and, spontaneously, he went 
there. After all, before eating, while waiting for his family, he 
could well have a glass of alcohol and nibble a few peanuts. 
There were about forty people. Most seemed alone. The 
atmosphere seemed to him peaceful, serene and, armed with 
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his glass and a bowl of peanuts, he made bold to sit down ona 
bench, not far from a young woman. He smiled at her and she 
did the same. Her recent experience seemed to have 
transformed Pol. He who usually remained on the reserve 
and would probably never have approached a woman in this 
way, he spontaneously launched into a conversation. 

“I suppose you too are expecting someone ... 

-Yes, my boyfriend, kindly replied the young blond 
woman, with curly hair, chubby and graceful face. 

- It’s the same for me, I’m expecting my wife and children. 

— Do you have many? 

-Uh, two! The eldest, a girl, who is going on her eleven 
years and the little boy who is seven. Your initiation was not 
too hard? Well, you don’t have to talk about it, Pol corrected 
himself, suddenly embarrassed. 

- Oh, it’s okay, it’s okay. Allin all, it wasn’t that bad. I have 
good memories of it.” 

The young woman plunged her nose into a glass of 
Martini, apparently. 

“Yes, it’s the same for me, said Pol, soothing. A good 
experience, finally.” And he thought again of the pleasurable 
end of his rape. 

He in turn plunged his nose into his glass. He had just 
realized that something was wrong around him. He didn’t 
know how to define his impression. A word came to his 
mind: “smooth,” everything seemed a little too “smooth.” It 
wasn’t very precise, this impression, as if things were 
generally too simple, artificial. Which began to make him 
doubt the reality. 

“Excuse me, he said, I have the impression that it’s weird, 
around us. It’s probably me. I mean, it must be me, a side 
effect of virtuality, no doubt... 

- Yes, I see what you mean. That’s kind of what I’m going 
through too. Like in a strange world. It must be a bit of a mess 
in our brains, all these tests they’re doing to us.” 
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Pol suddenly had a furious desire to get some fresh air, to 
leave all that, the youpac... He wanted to take his mind off 
things. 

“Good! he said, getting up suddenly. I have to wait for my 
family on the third floor, at the restaurant. No doubt they are 
already there. I am going to leave you. Glad to have spoken a 
little ... 

- Yes, delighted, me too, smiles the young woman. This is 
where I have to wait. Well, goodbye.” 

They shook hands. Pol went towards the elevators, but, 
turning left, he entered resolutely into the entrance hall of 
the youpac. There were far fewer people waiting. The 
employees in blue seemed not to see him. He went out, 
dazzled for a moment by the radiant sun flooding his retinas. 
He looked around and the feeling of “smooth” was still there. 
He had the fleeting impulse to return to the youpac and 
interview a staff. But he immediately changed his mind. It 
was likely that he would be given a ready-made speech that 
would bring him nothing. No need to ask the Devil’s 
employees to tell the truth. 

Pol walked slowly towards the tram station, passing 
people on their way to the youpac. There were single people 
(very few), couples and families. All seemed serene, even 
happy, as if they were going on an excursion. The couples 
talked cheerfully, hand in hand or arm in arm, the children 
laughed and ran here and there, carefree, their parents 
smiled, indulgent. Pol didn’t discern any anguish, everything 
seemed safe and perfect for these people. Were they even 
real? Maybe they were all False Others. The youpac itself, this 
version of “reality” with a youpac, could it be a simple virtual 
world? A virtuality imitating reality? 

Pol told himself that he had been tested by the System and 
that it was now his turn to test the System. He forgot his 
family (after all, the bodies he had seen in the living room 
were probably only False Others, a virtual family, he was 
more and more convinced of that) and he took the first tram 
to join the family apartment. 
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How to test the System? He was seated apart, at the back of 
the tram, against a window, his gaze lost on the passing 
buildings, the humans walking on the sidewalks, like well- 
adjusted little dolls. He seemed to get used to the feeling of 
“smooth” and perceive it less. Or was it fading because the 
effects of the initiation on his brain were fading? Maybe he 
was really back in reality then? Pol remembered this rule that 
he had read somewhere on the Supranet, that it was not 
possible to create a virtual universe that would take the 
format of a UPAC. The System wanted people to be able to 
clearly differentiate between limited and unlimited 
partitions. But, thinking about it further, he thought he 
remembered that this rule applied to the Ego, but not 
necessarily to the System itself. That the System prevents the 
order of a UPAC in virtuality could be understood, but 
nothing prevented the System from doing, itself, what it 
wanted. He could very well create virtual universes 
containing a youpac to make them take for reality. In this 
case, the smoothing effect could be understood as the 
inherent imperfection of virtuality in relation to reality. And 
the fact that this smoothness fades could also be interpreted 
as a refinement, a perfecting of this virtuality. In this virtual 
universe, with youpac, his brain, his mind and the universe 
agreed more and more, hence the gradual reduction of the 
smooth effect. 

But he returned again to the initial question: how to test 
the System? Or how to demonstrate that he was indeed in 
virtuality? Or in reality? Caught up in his thoughts, he almost 
missed the station and got off just in time, before the tram 
left. With a brisk step, he headed for the tower where the 
family apartment was. The Cyberpass checkers were gone. 
Lift. Eighth floor. Third door on the right. A finger on the 
sensor, digital opening. He pushed open the door that had 
just unlocked. 

Pol recognized the smell of his home. It was already that. 
But the System could very well recreate that smell. In the 
small entrance, he closed the door and peered around him, 
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looking for a clue, an inconsistency. Everything looked 
normal. He entered the living room. Nothing. Apparently. He 
went to his office. The chair, comfortable. He sat there. Put 
the viewing helmet on his head, lowered the visor. Hands on 
the echotronics, he surfed for a few moments in the 
Supranet. Could he stuck the System by the Supranet? But the 
Supranet itself, already virtual, could be “virtualized” in a 
virtual universe! Like a dream within a dream. Pol let his gaze 
drift over a 3D weather map. The switch! It came back to him 
that he himself had changed the light switch in the entrance 
hall of the apartment, a few weeks ago, two-three weeks, 
maybe a month. Due to the derealization imposed by the 
Cyberins, it had become very difficult to obtain home 
automation equipment. He had managed to find on the 
Supranet an old model of sensor, which he had installed in 
place of the defective switch, but whose appearance was 
mismatched. 

With a bound he was in the entrance. A radiant smile 
invaded his face. He held the System! He quickly checked the 
other light switches in the apartment. All were standard, 
identical and the one in the entrance strictly identical to all 
the others. The System hadn’t foreseen this very small detail: 
Pol is a handyman! The fact that the mismatched switch was 
gone was indisputable proof that he was not back in true 
reality yet, but was indeed in a System-made semblance of 
reality. He was STILL in a virtual world. 

He had to, he was going to draw the consequences. A 
fleeting idea crossed his mind: his rape. He thinks that in a 
virtual world, he could well give back to the System and rape 
in turn. Except that he hardly felt capable of it. Crossing this 
wall, from civilization to the aggression of others, seemed 
impossible to him, even repugnant to him. He decided to take 
revenge on things and went to the small storage room where 
he stored his few handyman tools. The System was going to 
see everything a handyman can do, in addition to changing a 
switch himself! He grabbed a big hammer and began, 
enthusiastically, to systematically ransack the apartment: 
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computers, household appliances, cupboards, display cases, 
furniture, doors, Pol raged for a long time with redoubled 
blows to break as many things as possible. He went so far as 
to make holes in the interior walls. The bathroom in turn 
suffered its warlike assaults: washbasin, mirrors, bathroom 
cabinet, shower windows, taps. A jet of water rose above the 
bathtub, flooding the ceiling and the wall. He closed the 
drain, the bathtub would end up overflowing, flooding the 
whole apartment and those below. Then, like an unleashed 
burglar, he threw down the hammer and began to scatter 
everything on the floor: the books, the laundry, emptying the 
cupboards, bedside tables and smashing all the dishes in the 
kitchen, overturning the tables. 

Exhausted, Pol collapsed on the couch in the living room, 
which he hadn’t touched yet. His frenzy having subsided, it 
was sadness and remorse that invaded him. The breakage, 
however symbolic, of their apartment, the ransacking of all 
the intimate belongings of his family, suddenly seemed to 
him a terrible sacrilege. He said to himself that he would 
have done better to go and rape his next-door neighbor. Then 
he changed his mind. The blow of the moral baton could not 
have been less. He was disgusted with himself and felt 
nausea dawning. Also, to snort, to escape his discomfort, he 
got up, grabbed the hammer with the intention of destroying 
what had happened. The light switch in the entrance hall 
crumbled under Pol’s redoubled blows, in the crackling of 
small electric sparks. Dropping the hammer of great 
destruction again, he went out, not without pulling the door 
behind him, in an attempt to conceal the rampage in his own 
mind. 

In the elevator he had to make an effort not to collapse, not 
to cry. It was in an almost trance-like state that he made the 
return trip to the youpac. The tram stations passed by 
without he realize it. Pol was elsewhere, anguished, at the 
idea that perhaps he had been mistaken. Had he really 
changed that switch? Was the world around him really 
“smooth?” What if it was all true and he had just gone mad? 
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Cold sweats flooded his back. He was ill, invaded by a guilty 
anguish, as if he had just murdered a child. 

He painfully climbed the monumental stairs leading to the 
UPAC, like the condemned man climbing the scaffold. He felt 
so lost, swallowed up by his anguish, that he barely noticed 
the blink to black that occurred, just as he crossed the 
threshold of the youpac. All he perceived, to his great 
astonishment, was the appearance within him of a 
dynamism, of a sudden vitality, which enabled him to gain 
the upper hand, to put on a good face. 

A young woman in blue, a little chubby, advanced towards 
him quickly, smiling. He recognized Alyssa. 

“Paul! Here you are! Your whole little family is waiting for 
you! 

- Yeah, I wanted to get some fresh air, Pol said, falsely 
detached. 

—Come on, they’re at the restaurant.” 

Pol passively followed the young hostess of the youpac, 
happy not to decide anything for himself. This sudden 
surrender to the will of the other calmed his anguish. He felt 
like things were getting back to normal. The ransacking of 
the apartment seemed more distant to him, like in another 
universe. 

“Did you experience a good initiation?” Alyssa asked 
amiably, as they walked up to the third floor. 

As the answer could only be short and he didn’t feel like 
venting either, Pol replied in two words: “Perfect and 
extraordinary! hoping to put enough warmth and 
enthusiasm into his smile and look. 

- Good ! I’m really happy for you. Ah! Here we are.” 

The elevator had just stopped with an imperceptible beep. 
Pol obligingly gave way to the hostess. He couldn’t help but 
take a look at the young woman’s buttocks and a sudden and 
surprising thought came to him: “In a virtual universe, he 
could do anything. He could have had sexual fun in the 
elevator with Alyssa with impunity. He just had to decide 
and do it.” He didn’t have time to deepen his libertine 
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reflection, because already they entered the restaurant and 
already “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” rushed into his arms. 
Despite the confusion he felt deep down about the reality (or 
unreality) of what he was living, he decided to play the game, 
especially since the surge of his children had something very 
authentic and contagious (“Jeevana too, was very authentic 
and contagious ...”, he said to himself again). 

Led by his children, he joined the box that his “little 
family” had invested while waiting for him. Prya got up, all 
smiles and came to take him in her arms. They kissed. His 
wife’s mouth sounded new to him, as if they hadn’t seen each 
other in years. Pol felt embarrassed and the feeling of déja-vu 
only reinforced this discomfort. 

“Honey, where have you been? asked Prya as she sat down. 
Come near me. The children! Come on, calm down and sit 
down. We're going to order food. Hey, Pol, where were you? 
And the tone of his voice was playful. 

— Have you been waiting for me for a long time? 

-Oh, maybe a quarter of an hour, twenty minutes, Prya 
said, glancing at her wristwatch. 

- Well, listen, Pol started addressing everyone, after all 
these experiences in Unlimited Partition ... Well... I wanted 
to get some fresh air. I went for a walk in the neighborhood, 
just to reconnect with the real world. That’s all! But you then, 
how did it happen? 

- Me, fine, Pyar started. I was with Blinit the rabbit. You'll 
see daddy, he’s a big blue rabbit, he’s that big, like you! At 
first he scared me a little, but afterwards, afterwards, he was 
very nice and... And... He explained everything to me about 
the color stuff, the music and the stuff you can smell. But I 
had a lot of pain, a little bit ... When I got into ... Into another 
little boy. He was a naughty little boy! He kept doing stupid 
things. I was in it, but I couldn’t stop it. That’s it! And in the 
end I found Blinit and I was in myself, like now. We were ina 
beautiful country, there were plenty of other children like 
me. They were all nice to me and we had a good time. We 
were playing ... 
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— To me! To me! Cut Sybil who was boiling with impatience 
to tell her virtual adventure.” 

As Pyar looked at his sister with an annoyed air, his 
mother intervened to calm him down: “Pyar! Pyar, my 
darling! It’s good. You can tell us more later. You spoke, now 
it’s your sister’s turn to speak. Okay?” The boy nodded, 
suddenly curious to know what his sister had been through. 

“Go ahead, Sybil,” said Pol. How was your Operator for 
you?” 

This direct question about the Operator’s appearance 
seemed to trouble the young girl for a moment. She smiled a 
little too broadly, blushing and suppressing her laughter 
behind her hands. 

“Go Sybil, Pyar encouraged. Who was it? 

-I... It’s... No, Ican’t say! Sybil chuckled again. 

—It doesn’t matter, her father said, reassuring her. Tell us 
what you want to tell us. Go on! Go ahead! You wanted to, 
right? Or do we ask your mother? 

— No, no, to me. She pulled herself together. It’s good, I say 
it: I was with Ikokuri ... 

— Ah! cried Pyar: she’s in love! He’s her lover! 

— But stop! And the angry little girl raised her hand to her 
little brother. 

-Pyar! curtly called his mother. We listened to you 
without interrupting you, you leave your sister quiet! Okay? 
You calm down! Pyar pretended to sulk, but he couldn’t 
suppress a smile of excitement. 

-Come on, Sybil, Pol said softly. Who is this “Iko...” (he 
couldn’t remember)? 

- “Tkokuri”. He’s a manga character. I love it, it’s true. But 
I’m not in love! It’s just a manga! insisted the young girl to her 
brother. 

- But it was like a Manga? Manga drawings are simple, I 
mean, not like real characters. You understand me? Pol asked. 

-Yes I know. But there, it was funny: it was like the 
Ikokuri of the anime, but he was like ... Like us. I do not know 
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how to say. He was both like the Manga and like us. I do not 
know how to say... 

- It’s okay. I think I see what you mean. Like a cartoon, but 
much more... sophisticated, more elaborate... But, excuse 
me Sybil, we’d have to eat. Everyone is very hungry, I guess. 
Let’s go and while we eat you can tell us everything. Alright 
Sybil?” The girl nodded and everyone got up to go to the 
banister of the cafeteria. 

Pol told himself that this interruption was welcome, 
because his daughter seemed torn between her enthusiasm 
for recounting her experience and an embarrassment, a 
disturbance, no doubt related to certain aspects of this 
experience. It took her some time to sort out what she was 
going to say and what not to say. He said to himself that 
everyone had to be more or less there: sorting out. He himself 
was certainly not going to talk about his rape. Would he say 
he passed into inwitness through a woman’s body? It wasn’t 
certain. He should be lying ... Maybe he would tell Prya about 
it, but probably not his children. It was both embarrassing 
and it could only destabilize them. 

There were few people in the cafeteria, given the late hour. 
They went through it quickly, covering their trays with food 
that smelled good and looked really tasty. Pol had time to 
look around him, to feel the atmosphere. It seemed to him 
that the “smooth” had now faded. His family seemed really 
authentic to him. Prya looked a little different, but he 
couldn’t tell how. No doubt another side effect of the 
initiation. But her children were completely authentic, just 
like in reality. Even if he were to persist in the assumption of 
virtuality mimicking reality, then the System had truly 
outdone itself in replicating Pyar and Sybil. 

Back in the box, everyone seated in front of their meal 
tray, the conversation and Sybil’s story could resume. 

“So I’m going? 

— Go ahead my big one! 

- So, with Ikokuri ... He asked me where I wanted to go. I 
said: “the beach.” So we went through a door and found 
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ourselves on a great beach! You had to see that. It was very 
beautiful! The blue of the sky, the sea and the pretty white 
and yellow sand. And then, on the dunes, there were lots of 
beautiful flowers of all colors. Ah! It was beautiful. So I said I 
wanted to swim and we were both in the water. She was 
good! Iswam and I was even underwater ... 

-It’s not true, you can’t swim! Pyar cut in. 

- Yes! There I knew how to swim and then I could even 
breathe underwater, like a fish, na! 

-— And you didn’t have your bathing suit! And the little boy 
giggled, mockingly. 

— No! Yes! Ihad kept my panties! 

— It’s not even true, you were naked with Ikokuri! 

- You're starting to annoy me, Pyar! It doesn’t concern you 
how I was dressed! 

- Pyar! Are you going to leave your sister quiet or are you 
going to sit on the sidelines, do you understand?! Prya 
intervened firmly. 

- Sybil, Pol went on more calmly, you don’t have to say the 
details. It was only you who was there, so you can feel free 
not to say everything or to tell things as you want. 

— Well, okay, [had a bathing suit ...” 

Which made his little brother giggle. 

“Pyar, what did your mother say?” threatened Pol. Then he 
looked at his daughter with an encouraging smile. 

“We bathed, continued the little girl. Afterwards we 
played on the beach ... And then there here it is. That’s all.” 
Sybil suddenly seemed closed off, not daring to tell what had 
happened to her for fear of being laughed at. 

“How about you dad?” suddenly asked his son. 

Pol thought for a moment. He felt a certain uneasiness. He 
didn’t want to unpack himself, not to lie. 

“Listen children... Prya, you will tell us what you think 
afterwards. Well, I apologize to you. I had not at all thought 
that the initiation to the Unlimited Partition was something 
completely personal. I think that should stay between us and 
the System. We’re not going to talk about it anymore. Either 
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way, I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t want to lie to you to 
hide things that belong to me alone, that don’t concern 
anyone. We might as well say nothing rather than say 
anything just to pretend that we are talking about “our” 
experience. That’s my position: I won’t say anything about 
my experience. 

~ For my part, continued Prya, I somewhat agree with your 
father. Except that I will make the difference between adults 
and children. Adults can manage on their own or go to seea 
psychologist, if necessary, if they experience difficulties with 
the System. But children, I think it’s something else. It is up 
to their parents to help them, to listen to them. So I would 
say, you kids, if you want to talk to us, I mean really, telling 
the truth, to mom or dad, you have to be able to. But it will be 
apart, not in front of everyone. This is how I see things. Sybil, 
Pyar, if what you’ve been through or what you’ve done in the 
System, if it makes you wonder, if you don’t feel good about 
it, you can talk about it, mom or dad. We will listen to you 
and we will help you because we are your parents and we still 
love you. Okay? Pol?” 

Prya was like that: she didn’t talk much, she could remain 
silent for a long time, but when the words came out of her 
mouth they were in very coherent sentences that had a 
certain air of definitive. Pol looked at his wife with 
tenderness and assent. 

“I finally agree with your mother. We don’t talk about it 
together, to respect each other. But if you want to confide, 
your mother and J are here to listen to you. I agree. 

-That’s not fair,” Sybil grumbled. We won’t be able to 
know what you did!” 

Pyar also sulked. The meal was over. Pol felt that he still 
had to let go. For children feelings of justice and equality are 
paramount. 

“Good! You are right. As the children told us a bit of their 
experience, I will also tell a bit of mine. That way we will be 
equal. Okay? And then your mother will do what she wants. 
But first, a question: did one or the other, you too Prya, did 
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you meet ... us, the family, the others what, in the Unlimited 
Partition? Because I did!” 

His two children looked at him without really 
understanding. Prya asked him, surprised. 

“Because you saw us in the Unlimited Partition? How so? 
In truth? 

— As I see you now, in truth, as you say. That’s why for me 
our reunion earlier ... It made me a little funny, because I had 
already done the reunion in the System. 

— But how were we, dad? 

— As you are, as you are now Sybil, like this, in front of me. 
Exactly the same. Pol turned to his wife: the little ones came 
and threw themselves into my arms, just like they did earlier, 
shouting ‘Daddy! Daddy!’ and you... Yes, there was a 
difference, don’t blame me darling: you looked particularly ... 
happy. Sorry ... 

-Don’t be sorry. I’m too worried about our family to be 
truly happy right now. 

— Did you think it was really us? Sybil asked. 

- Instantly, yes. Already before, I had been taken in by...” 

Pol was silent. He couldn’t begin to go into detail about his 
dealings with the Operator in the form of Jeevana. “Well, he 
went on, I knew you were False Others, but the illusion was 
perfect at the time. I got caught up in it. 

— Me, I don’t remember we saw each other in the partition, 
Pyar commented. 

-It’s normal, his sister explained to him: it wasn’t you, it 
was virtual characters. Is that right dad? 

-That’s it my daughter. Virtual characters, like your blue 
rabbit. 

-Oh yeah! But it’s good. I would like a virtual mom and 
dad, so I could do whatever I want, they'll never say 
anything. It would be great ! 

- Yeah, and I could cuddle with my bapu all the time,” Sybil 
adds. 
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Pol and Prya looked at each other for a moment, sharing a 
small, knowing smile. Having perfect parents is every child’s 
dream. 

“Pol, Prya said, it’s getting late. I would like to go home 
now. I want to rest a little. Let’s go? 

-Let’s go!” replied Pol with the requisite enthusiasm. 
However, deep inside him, anxiety resurfaced, first because 
they were going to return to the apartment and his doubts 
arose immediately. And then, a second “switch” had just 
appeared, a new anomaly: Sybil had NEVER called him 
“bapu!” It was Jeevana, the Operator who had called him 
“bapu” in the idyllic world. 

The return home was hell for Pol. Lost in his thoughts, 
assailed by his anxieties, he felt in total confusion. In the 
tram, he took advantage of the proximity to Sybil and the 
ambient noise to ask her why she had called him “bapu.” 

“Like that. It does not please you? 

- That’s not the point. It’s just that it’s the first time. You 
never called me “bapu.” That’s why I’m surprised. What does 
“bapu” mean to you? 

- Nothing in particular, it’s another way of saying “dad,” 
but nicer. Do you want me to call you “bapu” anymore? 

—No, it’s okay, no problem, if it makes you happy. And Pol 
looked out the window. Things were simple, it was probably 
him who made a mountain out of nothing. 

He cut himself off from the world and closing his eyes for 
a moment, he tried to recapitulate his situation. “This 
morning, I was in reality. I entered the youpac with my 
family. Once switched to the Unlimited Partition, I found 
myself in the Home with Jeevana, the Operator, who is part 
of the False Others, a virtual character. After the 
harmonization tests between my brain and the System, I 
entered into inwitness in a universe where I was passively in 
the body of a young woman who suffered a half-rape by three 
brutal men. Then, I don’t really know how, I swung into 
another universe, with a heavenly landscape and I was in 
activwitness in my own body. 
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“There, I found Jeevana (the Operator) again and, at the 
end, my family. But they turned out to be False Others. At 
some point, I walked through a hidden door between two 
pines and found myself in the youpac. My family was there, 
still in the initiation phase. I thought, first of all, that I was in 
the real reality, the one before entering the youpac. But I 
started to perceive the ‘smooth’ appearance of this universe 
and there, two hypotheses: 1) this universe is smooth 
because it is virtual, I’m not yet back in real reality; 2) I’m in 
real reality and the smoothness is just a side effect of 
initiation that should wear off (like the sailor staggering on 
the dock after many weeks at sea in which he’s got used to 
compensating boat movements). 

“To test the System, I decide to go home and there I see 
that the switch in the entrance hall, which I had replaced 
with an older model, no longer exists. Instead there is a 
standard switch. If I’m not crazy, if I replaced this switch, 
then it’s because the System forgot this detail and it’s the 
proof that I’m still in the Unlimited Partition. But I decide to 
do a test: I break the whole apartment. Two hypotheses: 1) 
either I broke the apartment in a virtual universe and, in this 
case, when we return home, in real reality, the apartment 
will be intact (with the old switch); 2) either I broke the 
apartment in real reality and this story of the switch does not 
hold water and arriving at home it will be a shock for Prya 
and the children. 

“After destroying the apartment, I return to the youpac 
where I find my wife and my children (and Alyssa, the 
hostess). There, I tell myself that I am in real reality, except 
that the ‘smoothness’ tends to persist (but it is perhaps still a 
simple side effect in my consciousness); except that Sybil, my 
own daughter, called me ‘bapw’ when in reality she NEVER 
called me ‘bapu.’ It was Jeevana, the Operator, who took the 
liberty of calling me ‘bapw’ in the idyllic world. So that would 
confirm that I’m still not in reality and that my “little 
family,” there in the tram, are False Others. Except it’s 
possible that Sybil said ‘bapw’ like that. Something she must 
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have made up or heard somewhere. After all ‘bapu,’ ‘daddy,’ 
are not such extraordinary appellations. They are even very 
common. I would then be in real reality. And in this case, we 
are headed for disaster: a completely devastated apartment.” 

Are other hypotheses possible? Pol wondered. But the tram 
had just arrived safely. He had to get off and follow his family 
to the place of the probable disaster. Anxiety, for a moment 
hidden under the flood of his meditations, resurfaces with 
even more force. How was he going to explain what he had 
done? Perhaps he could feign surprise. Everyone would think 
burglars broke in and ransacked the apartment while they 
were away. Except that he had closed the front door: it was 
not broken. 

They could go to sleep at the hotel while waiting for the 
final integration into the youpac... They could flee to the 
Dordogne, they would live in the grandfather’s house... It 
could be that none of this really exists... As and as the 
elevator went up so did his anguish and his guilt. How he 
hated himself now! He could have tested the System in a 
more innocuous way, just breaking a little thing. Why had he 
destroyed everything? He didn’t know exactly. He only had 
vague ideas. He had wanted a major transformation, like 
regaining control of the System, of the master of illusions. 
The destruction had to be commensurate with the thing that 
had invaded his life, that had crushed his universe. He had 
been enraged against the System and now ... Should he regret 
it? 

He could hear his two children from afar, in the elevator 
cabin, bickering noisily. He looked at Prya and smiled 
clumsily at her. 

“Is something wrong, darling? she wondered. 

-It’s okay, don’t worry, just a backlash from the initiation. 
I just feel a little weird, that’s all. It will pass, it will pass ...” 

The elevator beeped, they had arrived. Pyar and Sybil were 
still arguing over who would enter the apartment first. Pol 
found it wise to regain control, both of his children and of 
himself at the same time. 
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“That’s enough !” 

The tone had been dry and intense enough for the two 
children, startled, to suddenly become attentive. 

“You stop behaving like two stupid kids. You need to think 
on your experience in the youpac. Is this what you want for 
your future? Are we all going to the Dordogne or not? It’s 
serious! You need to think about all this instead of arguing 
like kids. Well understood?” 

Sybil and Pyar lowered their heads, embarrassed. Pol 
caught his wife’s gaze for a moment. Her admiring half-smile 
showed her that she approved of this strong intervention. 
“We decide that it is your mother who will have the honor of 
opening the apartment. After all, she is the one who works 
there the most. Go ahead darling. 

-Thank you my love,” Prya said, emphasizing the line. 
And she went to open the door of their apartment ... 

The entrance hall shouldn’t have been dark. 

Prya shouldn’t have been able to flip the switch. 

The entrance hall shouldn’t have lit up. 

Prya and the children, once inside, should not have 
remained without reaction. 

Pol’s tense shoulders slumped, his mouth dropped open 
and he breathed for the first time in a long time. He entered 
last. Closing the door behind him, he glanced at the switch: it 
was the good old switch he had installed a few weeks ago and 
smashed less than four hours ago! The apartment was 
completely intact. He was exactly as they had left him this 
morning when they left for the youpac. Pol was both 
immensely relieved and immeasurably confused. He literally 
didn’t know WHERE he was! Virtuality, reality, unreality, 
Home, Unlimited Partition ... He felt completely lost. 

He went to the bathroom, closed the door, turned the bolt 
and collapsed at the foot of this door like an old garment 
fallen from the coat rack. He first fixed his gaze on this 
bathroom, suddenly remembering that of... This young 
woman, so beautiful, in whose body he had found himself, in 
inwitness... The beatings, the rape, the suffering and the 
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pleasure... There was something smooth, again, in this 
bathroom, the one in his apartment, in which he was now. 
Sybil had called him “bapu”... He had ransacked the 
apartment... He had gone back to the youpac... And that’s 
when... the tiny thing resurfaced in his memory: that wink 
of his eyes, just when he had crossed the threshold of the 
youpac. This very rapid transition to black, like a lamp that 
goes out briefly, power micro-outage during a storm. He was 
almost certain now: he had walked through a hidden door. 
This meant that when he came out (well, from what he 
thought was the way out) of the Unlimited Partition, of the 
initiation, he hadn’t come out at all! He had only passed from 
the virtual universe of initiation to another virtual universe 
resembling reality almost perfectly. He had destroyed the 
apartment in this universe. Then, when he returned to the 
youpac, he had switched back to another virtual universe 
where his “little family” was waiting for him and where the 
apartment was intact, resembling in all respects the 
apartment of reality, the real reality, they had left that 
morning. The conclusion imposed itself painfully, but 
inexorably on him: his real body was ALWAYS in the youpac! 
All his REAL family was ALWAYS in the youpac! 

Small knocks echoed in his back. “How are you daddy? I 
would need the bathroom! How long are you? It was Sybil. 

-Two minutes, honey!” He heard himself say. He was 
talking to a virtual being, as naturally as... as what? He 
didn’t know any more. He went to refresh his face with both 
hands in the water of the sink, trying to clear his mind at the 
same time. Virtual water, virtual face, virtual body, virtual 
Sybil, virtual Prya, virtual Pyar and Pol... Virtual! This made 
him chuckle softly. It was better to laugh, actually. Why 
fight? He was not one of the twenty percent of humans able 
to resist the System, to get out of it during the initiation and 
to join reality, the real one! No, he had to realize that he was 
far too fascinated by virtual universes to be able to resist 
them. 
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The end of the afternoon and the evening passed 
naturally, everyone resuming their usual occupations. Prya 
(the virtual) phoned some (virtual) friends to tell (virtually 
and partially) her virtual experience, then she went to 
prepare the evening meal. Sybil spent a long time in the 
bathroom daydreaming, lying in the hot water, then she 
spent some time in a morpig. Pyar went straight into his 
favorite morpig, then they had to get a little angry to get him 
out and go wash up. Pol, him, observed and was surprised. 
Since entering virtuality, it was the first time he could avoid 
strong, upsetting emotions and start thinking. He was in awe 
of the precision of this universe. The “smooth” ends up 
disappearing completely. He felt in harmony, so that the 
world around him had grown in intensity and 
meticulousness. He watched, scrutinized, as fascinated, the 
smallest microscopic details of an object, a plant, his hands. 
Everything seemed marked with a deep perfection, each 
atom, each molecule was exactly in its place, each movement 
followed a calculated trajectory, each shade of color seemed 
to have its code, its ultra-precise formula, each sound was 
pure as a crystal and every silence was a real absence of 
sound. He had never perceived smells with such acuity and, 
above all, with each inspiration the smells persisted 
pleasantly, making you want to breathe in again and again. 
Freed from his torments, his anxieties, guilt and scruples, Pol 
really began to feel good, peaceful, happy! Her Body seemed 
to him strangely ... comfortable! He was warm and relaxed, 
like in a deep relaxation, with a small inner Buddha smile. 

Pol went to kiss his wife, forgetting virtuality for a 
moment, the False Other, taking phenomena for what they 
are. 

“Do you want a help, honey? 

- It will be fine, my love, everything is on the way, around 
seven-thirty I will call you all, it will be ready.” 

Pol hugged her for a moment, accepting, like that, with 
simplicity, this feeling of love for Prya, mixed with a touch of 
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sexual excitement. Then, he left her and went to his office, in 
his chair, under his headset, echotronic hands. 

He went on the Supranet ... virtual! To dream that one is 
dreaming, how strange! How long could the virtual 
experience last? He says to him. Was the System going to take 
him through a hidden door at some point? Bring it back to 
real reality? His real body had to sustain himself so that his 
brain could work alternately in the Unlimited Partition. And 
when was he going to come out? He questioned the Supranet 
to remember what it is about time, about temporality in 
virtual universes. 

It said that virtual time is not equal to real time and that 
there is a fluctuating and evolving relationship between the 
two times. The virtual time/real time ratio is said as a unit of 
measurement, the virtual time (vt) which represents a given 
number of virtual time units for a real time unit, for example: 
3 vt means that in one hour of real time (thus spent in a 
youpac) we live three hours of virtual time (thus in the 
Unlimited Partition). There is therefore, in this example, a 
threefold acceleration of time as in dreams. Pol discovered 
that the least gifted human beginners operate at 0.25 vt (it 
takes them an hour of youpac to experience only a quarter of 
an hour of virtuality). Then people quickly switch to 1 vt (one 
hour for one hour). Then there is a growth towards 3, 5, then 
10 or 50 vt. Fifty virtual time means well that in one hour 
spent in the Egg, we experience more than two days of virtual 
world! 

However, an article from an unknown source, specified 
that if the best humans manage to approach 1 Kvt (1 kilo vt, 
or 1000 vt), Humanity does not come close to the cyberins 
who can experience between 25 and 30 Kvt: in 1 year (Earth 
year) of virtuality they live 25,000 years of virtual existence! 
Other information showing a vegetative life of five hundred 
Earth years for a Cyberin, that would be five hundred times 
twenty-five thousand years, or more than twelve million 
years of existence, an eternity! Pol decided to forget the time. 
This no longer made sense in Unlimited Partition. He was 
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reduced to just living in the present moment and letting go of 
the perspectives of memory and the future. Carpe Diem, 
Jeevana had told her. 

He found himself thinking of the little girl as a real child, 
when she was only an appearance of the Operator. But also 
Sybil, Pyar, Prya, all were now only appearances produced by 
the System. All of them were on the same level of existence as 
Jeevana. And, himself, was finally only an appearance. 

The meal took place in calm and serenity. One avoided, as 
agreed, to speak of the initiation to virtuality. The 
conversations then turned to the grandfather’s house in the 
Dordogne. And even if, for Pol, all this no longer made any 
sense, he took part in it as if it had been fun. He contrived to 
ask difficult questions, just to see how the System was going 
to get away with his False Others. How were they going to 
survive? How were they going to feed? How to get electricity, 
water? How to warm up? How to escape Cyberpass patrols 
looking for fugitives? What would become of the children, 
uneducated? If they fell ill, how were they going to be cured? 
And, in sorts of surreal dialogues, the different characters 
tried to provide more or less plausible answers. 

Pol didn’t care about the answers. On the one hand, he 
savored the experience of observing such realistic False 
Others and, on the other hand, it was the meal that he 
savored too, for he had only rarely enjoyed tastes and smells 
like that evening. He praised his wife with almost every bite, 
and in return Prya smiled tenderly at him. The whole 
experience seemed to him extremely positive, in a kind of 
flow, a great existential river of bliss, crossed by euphoric 
whirlwinds. 

After the meal, once the dishwasher was full, the children 
went to bed, nicely, which was very different from his real 
children! Pol said to himself that he was beginning to really 
like such a peaceful universe, where everything was quiet 
and polite, not a bickering, not a tension in the air, not a 
wrong word, not an askance gaze, only harmony. Peace and 
love! “One must end up getting bored in such a universe,” said 
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Pol to himself. He knew that at some point or another it 
would take spice, excitement, pain. 

In the meantime, he experienced the exquisite pleasure of 
holding his wife in his arms. Although he knows he is in the 
presence of a virtual character, he thinks that being himself 
virtual, they were equal. As the Operator/Jeevana had 
explained to him, the important thing now was to have 
experiences. He didn’t want to be like a dreamer who would 
question a beautiful dream experience because it was just a 
dream. No one was going to give up dreamlike sex, for 
example. He wasn’t going to give up everything he was 
currently experiencing in virtuality, just because it was all 
about virtuality. “The ersatz doesn’t matter, as long as you’re 
drunk.” 

Wearing her only panties, which largely uncovered her 
buttocks, Prya was prone on the open bed and seemed to be 
waiting for him. Pol undressed in turn, then put on his night 
shorts. They shouldn’t give themself the impression that a 
intercourse was “planned.” It had to keep a spontaneous 
character; it was to be a “surprise.” He lay down next to her 
and began gently rubbing her back. Prya closed her eyes, 
relishing the caress. Pol wanted to give her that pleasure. He 
felt good. His thoughts were lit from within. 

Thinking back to the necessary spice, to the question of 
boredom, it suddenly occurred to him that, in fact, 
everything else had been so virtual. His anxieties, his anger, 
his rage, his shame, his sadness, his dejection, all these 
negative emotions, felt at the end of the initiation, all of this 
had also been a virtual experience. He now sensed how things 
were going to turn out. He thought again of the rape, his rape. 
There would be, like that, the alternation between negative 
and positive, black and white. It had to be, because emotions 
and feelings live only from their contrast, from their 
opposition. What would be the next negative experience? He 
didn’t dare think about it, lest his thoughts be carried out by 
the System. It is also said that few human beings would 
naturally aspire, on their own, to negative experiences and 
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that there was a good chance that the System itself would 
decide on the matter. The Unlimited Partition was probably 
going to be like a video game: living the negative experiences, 
then trying to avoid them, circumvent them, reverse them 
and fight to reach the positive experiences. In bed, Prya 
turned to him, gently stroking his chest. She whispered in his 
ear. 

“Do you think we can talk about our initiation just 
between the two of us? 

- Yes, my love, why not.” 

Pol felt that it would do him good to tell his story, in all 
truth. He had nothing to fear now, since he knew he was 
talking to a virtual being. Whether she took what he would 
tell her about his initiation well or badly was of absolutely no 
importance. What was important was the experience he was 
going to have: telling his story. At the same time, he felt 
curious about what the System would tell him about Prya’s 
own experience. 

“You start? I begin? 

— As you wish, Prya replied. 

- So, the honor is yours.” 

Regarding the sensory modalities, the story Prya 
whispered to him was quite similar to what he had 
experienced himself. As he somewhat expected, where the 
experience differed was the shift to inwitness. After the 
initial ignition phase, for Prya it had been a quiet and 
euphoric experience. She had entered the skin of a sporty, 
athletic young woman on the move. Quite the opposite of his 
Prya, who was rather a relatively immobile person, little 
inclined to physical activity and great efforts. This woman 
had started running, a kind of marathon training, following a 
long dirt road that took her over hill and dale, in the midst of 
fantastic landscapes of breathtaking beauty. And, precisely, 
it is the breath of this woman, in the body in which she was 
lodged, which she remembered with the greatest precision, 
because this breath, this marvelous respiration, so ample, so 
powerful, had guided her towards a sort of psychic ecstasy. 
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Prya making the parallel between this breath, which enters 
and leaves the lungs shared with this woman, and the 
comings and goings of a man’s sex in her vagina. It was as if 
her lungs had become her vagina and the air was an erect 
penis, filling her bronchial tubes with infinite pleasure. 

The experience in inwitness ended for Prya with the 
vertiginous plunge of her virtual hostess, from the top of an 
immense cliff, towards a dark ocean, with clawed foams. She 
was frightened, but remained confident, like the rear 
passenger of a motorcycle clinging with pleasure to the 
rider’s stomach. Arms and legs apart, she fell quickly into the 
salty air that hissed in her ears. Zooming tracking shot over 
the ocean, slapping spray, rushing waves, slow-motion 
crash-test against the liquid wall, transition to black ... 

Pol then recognized the switch to activwitness. Prya found 
herself in her own body, curled up at the base of a tower, as if 
the cliff from which she had fallen had curled up on itself. 
There was no longer any ocean, but a deep forest. There was 
no longer a cliff, but a castle, of which the tower was the 
vanguard. A door opened at the bottom of this tower and a 
teenager came out. 

“Pol? You sleep? 

- Certainly not! I’m not sleepy. I’m listening to you. After? 
This teenager, I bet it’s the Operator. The System did the 
same thing to me with a little Indian girl of about twelve 
years old. 

- Yes, it was the Operator. In the Home she was a beautiful 
young woman, very ... sensual and attractive. If 1 had been a 
lesbian ... But the boy him... I didn’t tell you about the 
weather ... 

— What about the weather?” 

Prya gave an embarrassed little laugh. 

“In fact, the weather was particularly nice and warm at 
the foot of this tower and ... I was completely naked. When I 
came back to my body, in “activwitness,” right? 

— Yes that’s it. 
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—I was completely naked and ... hairless? We say glabrous? 
Apart from the head, I still had my hair, but for the rest 
nothing, especially at the bottom, a real girl sex, what! So, you 
understand that ... The boy, the Operator, it was the same. He 
looked about thirteen or fourteen, but he was also completely 
naked and hairless. Which suited him better than me, given 
his age. And... 

- And? I’m waiting for what’s next. It’s hot? That’s it?” 

Prya laughs nervously again. 

“As you say, it was ‘hot,’ torrid even! The fact of finding 
myself in this state in front of him ... At first, it bothered me 
a bit. But we started talking. He told me his name was ‘Jafar’ 
and he was an offshoot of the Operator. But he was 
handsome! There was something resplendent, luminous 
about him. He had particularly fine features, perfect, tanned 
skin, deep black eyes ... Sometimes I only saw his eyes. And 
his smile! When he smiled at me, it filled me with happiness, 
I had the impression of entering a kind of ecstasy. He was a 
living little God and... And so, we quickly started cuddling 
together. 

— Ah! Ah! This becomes interesting! 

-Don’t make fun of me, Prya said, slapping his chest 
gently. Ah! But he started it. But I did not reject it, I confess. I 
couldn’t, he was too adorable. I think of Pyar... Pyar next... 
First of all he’s too small, he’s only seven years old and he 
doesn’t stay still, even if I give him a hug. Whereas this Jafar 
was a boy, a teenager, with an “Olympian” calm, as one says, 
with perfect control of his gestures, his movements. We 
stayed entwined for a very long time, completely motionless 
and as though fused. But that was just the start. There again, 
it was he who, at a certain moment, woke up, animated and 
his hands began to caress me... Well... I won't go into 
details ... 

- Yes! Yes! Details! Details! Pol chanted cheerfully. 

-—No, sir. Just that he indulged me in intimate caresses 
which meant that in the end, we made love. Here it is. But, 
again, it was something fabulous. At first, his sex wasn’t 
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well... developed. Finally, a normal sex, of a kid of thirteen. 
Even erect, a small thing, what. But once he... that... we 
were doing the thing ...Well, HIS “thing” just started to get 
bigger. It invaded me! And our mouths and our bodies, as if 
connected by waves, electric currents, in a way. Again this 
was a completely insane ecstatic thing. A pleasure! I do not 
tell you... 

— Don’t tell me!” And Pol and Prya hugged each other, each 
laughing into the other’s neck, sharing an unprecedented 
complicity between them. 

“And you, darling Pol? You were talking to me about a 
“little Indian girl of twelve,” I believe?” 

Pol told himself. Outwitness, inwitness, activwitness, he 
decided to say it all. He saw Prya for what she was (and 
wasn’t). She was only a False Other, in Unlimited Partition, 
because now he could no longer recognize in this Prya the 
real Prya. She was too different. Or else, one had to believe 
that the initiation had profoundly changed her. But no, she 
was only a virtuality, an emanation from the System, just like 
any character embodied by the Operator. 

From there, he told himself that he had to consider the 
System as a kind of psychotherapist. It was possible to live, in 
virtual universes, both experiences, whether beneficial or 
traumatic, but also to repair oneself, to move forward, to 
reflect on oneself, to understand things and, in this moment, 
he felt like he understood a lot. 

What impressed him the most was realizing all the 
omnipossibility, all the omnipotentiality, of Unlimited 
Partition. Until now, he had seen virtual worlds a bit like 
cybernetic Disneylands, places of pleasure where you have 
fun without thinking too much. What the Cyberins offered to 
Humanity was much more substantial. It was paradise, plus, 
a psychoanalysis. Pleasures (and sufferings, he was well 
agreed, now, of their necessity), but also awareness, tools to 
grow internally. A kind of extensive psychotherapy 
combining intellectual analyzes and life-size practical 
exercises. 
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Prya had finally fallen asleep in his arms. Pol was not 
sleepy. He felt excited like a child on Christmas Eve, 
imagining what he was going to find the next morning under 
his tree. Gently, he slipped from his wife’s arms (a very big 
word!), from the sheets and from the bedroom, to go to the 
living room. The room was dark, but dim light filtered in 
from the louvered roller shutters and the various LED 
indicators of the ambient electronics. And there he saw a 
small naked body, folded in on itself, at the corner of the sofa. 
It was Sybil. 

“It’s bapu, he murmured, so as not to frighten the child. 

—-Bapu?” 

Pol crouched down in front of her, taking her hands. He 
wanted to play the game. He understood the trick, the 
System. He wasn’t going to question the other’s status 
anymore: true, false, Operator, or whatever. The other was 
above all a good experience to take, a relationship to 
establish, an adventure to live, an opportunity for enjoyment 
and satisfaction of desires. In the real world, that’s what it 
was too, in a way, except that, in reality, there were always 
rules to respect, taboos, obstacles to freedom, barriers to 
break down. This fed, of course, the desire, but it could also 
prevent its satisfaction or its fullness, in the end. In reality, 
the other was also often an obstacle by virtue of his very 
otherness, which differentiated him too much from the self, 
who could make it undrinkable, poisonous flower. Whereas 
here, in virtuality, the other could be essentially satisfying 
for the self, always in a marvelous harmony, always open to 
his desires. Pol sat down next to the one he decided to 
consider his own daughter, Sybil, and he took her in his arms, 
hugging her. 

“Aren't you sleepy too? 

- Yeah. 

— Are you crying, my darling child? What is happening to 
you? He stroked her wet face. Placing delicate kisses on her 
forehead, her eyes and the tip of her nose. The little girl 
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snuggled even closer, clinging, like a little monkey, to her 
father’s chest. 

- We're trapped, my bapu... We’re in it... We won't be 
able to go to the Dordogne anymore... We won’t be able to 
see each other anymore...” And the child began to cry 
profusely. 

Pol was subjugated again: but what else was the System 
going to be able to make him live? Was it possible that Sybil 
was a True Other? That he can actually communicate with 
the spirit of his daughter, his Sybil, the real one?! Did this 
mean that they could meet, in a certain way, via the System, 
as one communicates by telephone or Skype? It was a 
representation of Sybil from a distance, but more than a 
video, it was a kind of 3D reconstruction. Somewhere, the 
real Sybil, her body (just like his own body) was in the 
youpac, on the initiation chair or in an Egg (probably already 
in an Egg) and her spirit was in the System and their two 
minds could then come together in the Unlimited Partition, 
sharing the same universe, by occupying similar (or not) 
Body-Skins and by bringing these Body-Skins together. 

He hugged his daughter tighter to him, to support her, to 
tell her he loved her. “Don’t worry my love,” he whispered to 
her, “you’re with me, we found each other. It is not our real 
bodies, but it is our real minds that communicate. Look at 
me, my darling.” 

The little girl’s face lifted towards his and he could see tiny 
stars dancing in her eyes. And, even in the dark, he 
recognized his daughter’s soul in that gaze. He saw her 
looking at him and she saw him looking at her. And by these 
two crossed gazes, their two spirits married in an eternal 
instant. The fusion invaded Pol, exploded in his 
consciousness, the stars of tears were now in his eyes, too. 
Everything was there, he had never experienced such a 
rapprochement with the other, as if his daughter’s thoughts 
were mingling with his. The experience was more than the 
nuptials of bodies, more than a sexual act, that was it, that 
was LOVE! He was convinced of it. A sort of satori of the 


127 


ERIC LOONIS 


heart, a psychic orgasm, brief and extremely intense. Because 
it didn’t last. 

He saw his Sybil and she saw her bapu. They were together 
again, but separated. Pol slowly lay down on the sofa, on his 
back, dragging Sybil who lay on her stomach on top of him, 
resting her cheek on the skin, her father’s chest, listening to 
his breathing and his heart beating. Pol patted the small 
buttocks in panties for a second. He naturally placed his 
hands on Sybil’s skin, on her back, which he gently rubbed in 
a slow caress. She clung to him again. He folds down the plaid 
of the sofa, covering them both. He hugged his daughter 
tightly. They were buried at the bottom of the textile cave. 
They breathed easily in it, because he had learned that here 
you can even breathe underwater. She moved her face up to 
his and they made each other tickles, lips in the neck, which 
made her laugh, ticklish. He felt her skin, bare, against his, 
bare, and he felt an indescribable pleasure. He was in perfect 
happiness, where ecstasy of mind and peace of heart are 
combined. They were like in a dermal symbiosis, their bodies 
seeking voluptuously, tenderly, to find what their minds had 
lost... 
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“Which size would you like ? 

— Sorry ? 

—We have three standard sizes: ‘Min,’ ‘Mid’ and ‘Max,’ 
that’s up to you.” 

Melinda laughed nervously. She was a little embarrassed, 
because she realized that her gaze had rested a little too long 
on the boy’s anatomy. The Childbot & Co employee clicked on 
the object of the offence, in 3D on the screen, which 
multiplied in three copies, also in 3D, but in a bigger plan, 
which caused Melinda’s hand to come to her mouth. 

The young woman desperately tried to pull herself 
together. She mustn’t seem like the doltish on duty, in front 
of the kind of redhead who had been giving her the spiel for a 
good half hour. Melinda frowned, hoping to deceive her 
enough and that her confusion would no longer be 
noticeable. 

The redhead twirled the mouse cursor around each model, 
as if Melinda had been an idiot who had to be told everything. 
But Melinda was NOT an idiot. She was a pretty blonde, with 
thick, wavy hair. His triangular face was very thin, the 
forehead generally hidden by a large lock. Her large hazel 
eyes, well nestled under the arches of her eyebrows, gave her 
a particular liveliness, in harmony with the wide, slender 
mouth and the narrow, but willful chin. The nose, long and 
slightly arched, with a rounded end, ended up giving all its 
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character to this beautiful face. Melinda was a young woman, 
small and thin, with a generous chest, who could attract 
men, keep them a little, but who could not retain them. 

“The ‘Min’ model is very cute, it looks childish. The ‘Mid’ is 
in the average of boys of this age and the ‘Max’... Well we can 
say that he promises for later!” And she started to laugh, 
which Melinda almost perceived as a sneer. 

“Uh, I don’t really realize what that is in centimeters. Is the 
‘Max’ really big? I mean, not too big? 

- The ‘Max’ interests you, I see. It is something like three 
centimeters. At rest, of course. 

— At rest? 

- Yes, because in erection it’s a little more, you gain one or 
two centimeters.” 

Melinda blushed, but this time it was for her stupidity. 
How had she not thought of it herself that “at rest” was 
opposed to “in erection,” what a doltish she was, definitely. 
She felt bad, daring neither to look at the redhead nor to look 
further at the screen. All of this had to stop! 

“The ‘Max’ then? the redhead asked with a hint of 
annoyance. 

-Yes, yes,” Melinda whispered. One shouldn’t think that 
she was fixating on the thing. One had to quickly move on. 
Too bad, it would be “promising for later.” She didn’t care, 
besides, there would be no “later,” it was a joke, she only 
realized it now. 

“Good, Melinda. If you want, I recapitulate? Melinda 
nodded. So, we said the ‘Peter Pan’ model, eight years old, 
measuring one meter fifteen, weighing twenty-five kilos 
(thanks to our new ultra-efficient and ultra-light batteries), 
of Caucasian type (white, therefore), everything like you, 
blond, just like you, with hazel eyes, just like you and a ‘Max’ 
size penis...” 

It seemed to Melinda that she sensed an imperceptible 
touch of sarcasm in the expression ‘Max size penis,’ so 
without thinking, she wanted to joke, to show herself at ease: 
“promising for later!” 
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The redhead only grinned a quick smile, out of pure 
politeness. The joke had fizzled, as was to be expected. 
However, Melinda didn’t have time to bite her lips when the 
redhead took over, looking particularly impressed. 

“You will have a six-month money-back guarantee (you 
can return it to us without discussion) and a three-year parts 
and labor guarantee. ‘Melinda,’ the redhead said seriously, as 
if everything had been a big joke so far. We are here on the 
‘Peter Pan’ model, a standard model. It will cost you 
(approximately, if we say with the basic options) around 
sixty thousand euros. The problem with standard models is 
that they are... standard! There may be thousands of them, 
they all look alike, like twins. You might come across one 
tomorrow, on the street, while going shopping. Even the little 
one will be able to realize this and point it out to you. Of 
course, we can ignore it and ask the kid to ignore it too. But 
hey... You’re a charming young woman and I’m sure the 
thing you hate most in the world is meeting another woman 
wearing the same dress as you, isn’t it?” 

Melinda smiled, she agreed. The redhead continued her 
spiel. “So here we are, we have a very interesting offer for 
you, it’s the ‘like yours’ option. I will explain to you what it 
consists of. You will immediately see the interest for you and 
your child. Instead of the standard model, you could opt for 
what we call a ‘personalization,’ that is to say a completely 
original model, which will not look like any other and which, 
moreover, will look like YOU ... I mean, he will have a family 
resemblance, as if he were your own son, the flesh of your 
flesh! Isn’t that great?!” 

IT WAS “great.” Melinda had no doubts. This tempted her 
enormously. For once, having a little one really to her, who 
would look like her, who would be unique, it seemed to her 
like essential, obvious! She hadn’t thought about standard 
models at all. But it’s true that meeting your child on every 
street corner could be really embarrassing. With the 
increasing development of childbots, this problem would 
eventually arise. She imagined herself coming back from the 
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public garden by bringing home, by mistake, a Peter Pan who 
would not be HER Peter Pan. Horrible! The other issue might 
be the price of such customization. She decided to do the one 
who is only interested in it out of simple curiosity. 

“You know, I won’t go out much with her, it’s just to have 
company at home. But why not? Is the additional cost 
redhibitory?” 

There, Melinda really had the impression of regaining 
control. The revenge of the doltish. The redhead just frowned 
in puzzlement. Undoubtedly the word “redhibitory.” But like 
a good professional, she pulled herself together immediately. 
“In fact, personalization is really interesting, because it’s not 
just about looking like. You will be able to configure 
everything, both in physical appearance and in character, 
personality. And then, we will add many more memory 
elements than for the standard model, to arrive at a perfect 
psycho-compatibility with you and your life. You will 
REALLY feel like he is YOUR darling child. Are you tempted? 

- Ya, ya,” Melinda made, leafing through a brochure. “I’m 
listening to you, but I don’t know yet if I’m going to be able to 
afford it. 

-Listen, Melinda, it’s true that we change range and 
therefore also, inevitably, the price of the product is 
different. The ‘like yours’ option can only be applied to 
premium models, not standard models. They don’t have 
enough capacity. You will therefore be switching to a very 
high quality model, with greater capacities, whose price is 
just under eighty thousand euros and, of course, with the ‘like 
yours’ option included, at no extra cost. It’s a serious financial 
investment, that’s for sure. But if you’re thinking that going 
from a standard Peter Pan to... your real child, your little 
one, just the way you dream it, then that becomes a different 
kind of investment. You are thus opting for a high quality of 
emotional and affective experiences with your adopted child. 
One could almost say that ‘it’s priceless!’ But maybe ... would 
you like to think about it a bit? 
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Melinda was in awe of the redhead’s spiel. How she 
managed to manipulate her feelings and confuse her. She 
decided to make her dawdle. She was sure she would have a 
hard time getting it below eighty thousand euros, but she 
had to at least be sure that the customization wasn’t bogus. 
In any case, eighty thousand euros, she could still afford it. 

— How is the personalization going? Ican know? 

- Yes, yes, no problem, we will explain everything to you. 
There you are, you can imagine that if we leave standard, 
mass production, the costs are inevitably higher, because 
there are more interventions and more adjustments at the 
level of the production line. But not only that, because you 
will meet our psychologist, at least twice, to be able to 
program the little one’s software in a much more advanced 
way than the basic Peter Pan. We will even go so far as to take 
into account your neuro-emotional profile in order to be able 
to adjust your child to this profile. In the end, you are going 
to have a completely ego-compatible product, both from a 
physical point of view and from a psychological, mental 
point of view. 

— Even mentally? That’s right! 

-Yes. I give you an example. Suppose that in the 
interaction with your child you frown, to send him a message 
of disapproval, without saying anything to him. A standard 
Peter Pan will not react instantly. You will have to teach him 
gradually everything that a child learns between zero and 
eight years old and this learning, with a Peter Pan, is not at all 
guaranteed. On the other hand, with personalization, you’re 
going to have an eight-year-old who ALREADY knows what 
his mother’s frown means. He will understand you and obey 
you with a simple look. That’s still important. It is a great 
interactional comfort that we offer you there. And that’s just 
one example I’m giving you. 

-So I would see a psychologist? And then, if I have 
problems with the little one? 

-So yes! I have to tell you again about the added benefits 
for you and your child as a result of personalization. First, the 
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money-back guarantee goes from six months to one year. For 
one year you will have the right to return the child to us and 
you will be fully reimbursed, without being asked anything. 
You can also, during this period, change the model once, you 
can even change the sex, go from a boy to a girl, if you think 
you have made a mistake for the sex and the new model will 
also be personalized. That’s a REAL advantage, isn’t it? 

“And then again, the parts and labor warranty goes from 
three to five years and it’s not over! We offer you a pack of ten 
sessions with our psychologist, free of charge. This is our 
‘CSS’ pack, ‘Comfort-Security-Serenity.’ You use these ten 
psychological interviews as you want, when you want. 
Imagine, in two years, you suddenly have a problem, you 
want to talk about it, to be advised. No problem, the 
psychologist will be there. It is really a security for you. And 
finally, you know that you are going to have to take out 
insurance for your childbot, just like with a normal human 
child, it is civil liability and accident. You also need to provide 
a monthly flat rate for home maintenance. Well, all that, 
we're going to take care of for a year. In fact, maintenance is 
included, already in the one-year money-back guarantee, so 
that means another year. Two years of free maintenance, 
you'll agree that’s a hell of a deal. Maintenance is currently at 
thirty euros per month, or three hundred and sixty euros 
over the year. Plus the insurance, it takes two hundred euros 
a year. We save you more than nine hundred euros! So? How 
about that? 

Melinda felt really excited, not by the paltry saving of nine 
hundred euros, but by the prospect of having a child who 
looked as much like a real child as possible and with whom 
she could have quality interactions. She wanted her little 
good of her own. And, eighty thousand is what she expected 
for a top of the line. 

“It’s really interesting, she said, smiling. But the deadlines? 
I suppose... 

-Oh yes! Deadlines. For a standard model, we can deliver 
within forty-eight hours. There, with the personalization ... 
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In fact, it also depends on the financing times. Should you 
apply for a loan from the bank or... 

— Cash. I can pay right away, I have what it takes. 

-Oh, good, very good. Already, this point is resolved. So, 
no financing plan? Otherwise, we have very advantageous 
loan offers. We also do five-year leasing. But no ... Good, very 
good. So here’s how it goes. You make the capital transfer 
today, either from your smartphone, or we lend you a 
computer so that you can go to your banking site. Is it 
possible? 

- Yes, yes, absolutely. 

-So, once the question of financing has been settled, we 
will set a first appointment, for next week, for the 
personalization configuration. You have to block out the day, 
because it’s long. At noon, the meal will be offered to you in 
our company restaurant. You will meet our teams. You will 
have breaks, rest assured, with something to eat, again. The 
following week, new appointment, but it will not take the 
day this time. It is a question of choosing the definitive 
model. Finally, it will take another two weeks for 
manufacturing, including a final week for ego-compatibility 
adjustments. There, you will have to try to go every evening, 
an hour after your work. At this point you will begin to 
interact with your child. In all, count a month. Basically a 
month more or less two or three days. You will be delivered 
by taxi. 

-Because the delivery... I’m not picking it up? He is 
packed? 

-Uh no. And the redhead smiled playfully. The final tests 
and adjustments are done here at Childbot. Also, as soon as 
he’s ready, well, we all have to think of him as a quasi- 
human. So he is delivered to you by taxi (at no cost to you), at 
your address, as if your child was returning from school 
holidays. All you have to do is welcome him with all your 
love. 

-Iam single, I work a lot. How will it be with the child? I 
mean ... He doesn’t go to school? 
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-No, he won’t go to school. Childbots are not yet 
welcomed in school, although many scientific studies have 
been able to show that they have an important regulatory 
function in the behavior of real children. This is done in 
Japan, Korea, Sweden, a little in the United States and Great 
Britain, but not yet in France, except for an experience in a 
Parisian college last year. In fact, the reluctance comes from 
the families. There are fantasies ... People are afraid for their 
biological children. So no school. But that’s not a problem, 
because you can pause it. In fact, you can either use the app 
on your smartphone or simply ask it to pause and it pauses, 
it’s not more complicated than that. And, once on break, he 
remains quietly sitting on a chair or lying on his bed and he 
no longer moves, no longer interacts, you can leave him and 
go to work. The only thing you have to avoid is leaving it on 
hold for too long, I mean, not giving it up for days and days. 

—- What will happen to him? 

- Oh, nothing too bad. On break does not mean inactive. 
When its battery runs out, he will recharge himself. He will 
also be able to put himself into action in a spontaneous way, 
get up, walk, do his gymnastics for the maintenance of his 
musculoskeletal systems. No, the problem will be in the long 
run the lack of stimulation leading to a lack of learning and 
knowledge. It’s like a real child. Your childbot will become 
more and more interesting as a companion bot as his 
software learns and grows from _ interactions and 
communications with you and other humans. So, yes, you 
will be able to pause him, but with an option to go online or 
watch TV or through the window! But as soon as you can, 
interact with him, take it out, it will make him smarter. 

- Okay, good... 

-On the other hand, I have a little tip to give you. You 
could drive him to Bill Gates High School, you know? 

- Yes, yes, I have heard of it. 

-This unique establishment receives bots, hubots and 
childbots, as part of their training. Your little childbot will be 
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well received, well stimulated and he will have things to tell 
you in the evening when you get home from work. 

— Ah, yes, it’s really good. That’s what I’m going to do, sure. 
Anyway, to welcome him to my house I thought I’d take a 
month’s vacation, it will give us time to get to know each 
other and adapt to each other. 

-Yes, it’s a very good idea. But since you’ve taken the 
personalization, you’re going to be amazed at your child’s 
knowledge right from the start. You'll feel like you’ve lived 
with him forever, or almost. 

—I havea question ... 

- Yes? 

- Would it be possible for me to ... to see one, to touch it? 

-Oh, but of course! Come, follow me, you will meet our 
demonstration Remy. Have you ever met a childbot? 

— Oh, I’ve met some in the street, like that, but never really 
areal encounter.” 

Melinda suddenly felt intimidated. She had never dared to 
interact with a child bot. She remembered this childbot who 
had said hello to her, at the municipal park, last week. She 
was an adorable ten-year-old girl. She hadn’t known what to 
answer. The young girl smiled at her and left to join a group 
of children having fun on a playground. She had felt so 
embarrassed, not knowing at all how to position herself in 
front of what was for her a kind of machine. Say hello toa 
machine! With the professional hubots, in adult format, it 
was different. The professional context, of the service, made 
the “machine,” “robot” dimension seem more natural. 
Instead of pressing keys on a keyboard or touching a screen, 
we talked to a computer, it remained trivial and pragmatic. 
But here, it was quite different: she was really going to meet 
one of these ... machines! 

“This is Remy! Hello Remy! 

- Hello Cathy! Are you bringing me a new client? 

- Yes, this is Melinda. There you go, she’s about to take a 
customization, an eight-year-old boy. Well, I’ll leave you two. 
Rest assured, Melinda, everything will be fine. He is in a 
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bathrobe, so that you can examine him fully. Do it! Hey, no 
embarrassment, okay?! You can touch it, explore it, whatever 
you want. After all, it’s just a little machine...” 

And the redhead left. “The sentence not to say” thought 
Melinda. 

“I don’t like that when she says that I’m just a little 
machine,” Remy said. His voice was exactly that of a sad little 
boy. 

So sad that Melinda was very touched. She looked at the 
child, disconcerted, and it seemed to her that he had tears in 
his eyes. She was completely disoriented and couldn’t decide 
between the “little machine” and the child (who reminded 
her of her little brother, a child, whom she consoled when he 
was unhappy). Because Melinda was hardly gifted in terms of 
spontaneity and improvisation, that was the real reason for 
her prolonged celibacy, at twenty-eight. The “career,” the 
“job,” which she ostensibly put forward, were only 
smokescreens to hide her great difficulties in getting loose. 

“Don’t be sad, Melinda, it’s the life of a childbot, that’s how 
it is, Remy picked himself up. And you, do you already have 
children? 

— Uh, no, I’m single and I don’t have any children. 

-I am ten years old. I am an old personalization. Do you 
want to sit next to me?” 

The childbot gestured for her to take a seat on the sofa 
next to him. And he went on: “Do you want to adopt a child 
like me then? 

- Yes, that’s right, like you, finally ...” (She refrained from 
talking about a robot, but immediately felt like laughing at 
her prejudice towards a simple “little machine”). 

“Well, that’s right. You'll see, we’re good, we childbots! We 
are wiser than real children. You want to see me? Touch me? I 
know that’s why they make me meet people. They want to 
know what a childbot’s body is like. You want?” 

Melinda took a deep breath and grew bolder. After all, this 
little robot was very nice, touching, a nice toy, she thought. 

“Yes Okay...” 
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She didn’t have time to say more than Remy was already 
standing in front of her and holding out his hands. “Here, 
look at my hands. You can take them in yours, go ahead!” 

The young woman took both of Remy’s hands, felt them 
and looked at them attentively. They were perfect. It really 
looked like human hands. One could feel all the little bones of 
the fingers. The skin had a lively consistency. The hands 
were soft and warm. 

“Close your eyes, Melinda, to feel better.” 

Melinda closed her eyes. Remy took her hands and put 
them on him, on his chest. Already, through the bathrobe, 
Melinda perceived as a real body. She felt a real consistency 
and the relief of the ribs of the rib cage. The child was very 
much alive, his chest coming and going to the rhythm of his 
breathing. Remy opened his bathrobe and Melinda’s hands 
came into contact with the skin of the childbot’s chest, then 
of his stomach. Again, the skin was soft, warm, alive. Eyes 
still closed, she was looking for a difference from real human 
skin. And suddenly, this experience of touching a childbot 
sent her directly back to the reminiscence of sensual contact 
with her little brother, when she helped him to wash. And 
this memory, this nostalgia, aroused in her a sadness that she 
had tried to bury deep within herself, to protect herself, to 
feel nothing. And when she opened her misty eyes, she saw 
the boy’s bare chest. She found herself with her little brother, 
as before, when she had to help him take a shower. When she 
had known, in those moments, inexplicable inner ecstasies. 
She reconnected with her old delights and the regrets of now. 

She lowered her gaze to the boy’s somewhat round belly 
and, lower down, his small penis. Probably a “Mid,” she 
thought, smiling inwardly, to pull herself together. And, 
suddenly, she found her reflexes of yesteryear and took 
initiatives, finally! She slid the bathrobe, completely stripped 
Remy and made him turn on himself, without a word, just by 
manipulating him. The body, front, back, feet, head, was 
incredibly perfect. Remy was obviously not a standard 
model, as she had been able to meet in the street, carrying, 
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only on their face, the approximation of the synthetic. She 
patted Remy affectionately on the buttocks, as she had done 
so often to her little brother, and turned him to face her. He 
was a pretty boy, short chestnut hair with a few bronze 
streaks, large gray-green eyes and exuding intelligence, good 
chubby cheeks, still childlike, like two tasty peaches, an 
adorable little nose, quite matching the exquisite mouth and 
chin. 

“You are a personalization, did you tell me? 

-~ Yes. My owner abandoned me after six months. 

— What happened? 

- He got bored. He was someone special ... 

-—I see (she couldn’t really see, in fact) and what did we do 
with you then? 

- Personalizations can be resold for a very good price, but 
Childbot needed a new demo bot and they recruited me. Here! 
I work for Childbot & Co now. Can I get dressed?” 

Melinda picked up the bathrobe, got up and helped the boy 
put it on. Taken by a fit of tenderness which surprised even 
her, she bent down, clasp the child’s cheeks between her two 
hands and, smiling, for the first time, she kissed him on the 
forehead. 

“Thank you, Melinda, you are kind, said Remy, with his big 
eyes open on two wells of sincere gratitude. I didn’t tell you: I 
work with a girlfriend. Her name is Honey. Do you want to 
say hello to her? 

-If itis allowed, yes, okay. 

— We may, come on.” 

The boy took her hand and led her into another room 
where a little girl was standing who seemed barely older than 
Remy, about twelve years old. She was quietly sitting on a 
chair, dressed in a bathrobe, too. She had her eyes closed and 
seemed to be sleeping. Her long brown hair, turning auburn, 
was gathered in braids on her neck, releasing delicate well 
lobed ears and letting out fine electric locks, which the 
backlight heated to white. The face, in an elongated oval, 
revealed a kind of ineffable wisdom, an inner peace. Honey 


140 


FRIDA 


reminded Melinda of one of these Buddhist deities in 
meditation, but in a feminine version, with this luscious little 
mouth, slightly smiling, with slightly parted lips, like an 
overripe fruit that demands to be eaten without delay. The 
nose too, fine and straight, in a striking contrast, gave a 
subtle rigor between the two floors, peaceful closed eyes and 
a sensual mouth. The young girl had her two hands resting 
on a device, plugged into the mains. 

“She’s recharging, Remy said in a hushed voice. 

— Weare not going to...” 

But the boy still called out to the girl. 

“Honey, do you want to meet Melinda?” 

When Honey opened her eyes, it was for Melinda as if 
additional lighting had just come on in the room. It was two 
butterfly wings, delicately drawn, with perfect curves, the 
irises deep black, glittering with gold. Melinda received a new 
emotional shock. This child emanated a radiant beauty, 
which was magnified when she smiled. 

“Hello, Melinda, it’s nice to meet you.” The voice was 
harmonious, that of a child, but with small felted touches, a 
little more low, which gave it a very sensual warmth. 

The young girl got up to go, very naturally, to hug Melinda. 
Her body was soft and warm, her hair lightly scented. She 
raised her face to Melinda who, instinctively, without 
realizing it, gently caressed her back. 

“How do you find me? Said the child. 

-Very beautiful, Honey. You are amazing! Melinda 
couldn’t think of any other words. 

-It’s normal. I’m like Remy, a personalization. I’m not a 
stupid Wendy! she exclaimed, laughing and stepping back. 
Then she immediately dropped her bathrobe. 

- And my body, how do you like it?” Honey began to turn 
slowly on itself, showing off her young breasts, her hairless 
slit and, from another angle, her plump buttocks, completing 
the curve of the perfect violin that was her back. Melinda was 
beginning to get used to shamelessness, but finding herself 
in front of this young girl of twelve years (it seemed), 
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completely naked, caused her a new disturbance. Because 
Melinda was not completely indifferent to the female body. 

A gentle warmth rose to her head. She knew she was 
blushing. She knew that anyone human could have sensed 
her emotion. And knowing that, usually, her discomfort only 
worsened. She had then a furious desire to flee. An urge she 
could barely control by a diversion. But there... In front of 
these ... “little machines!” She had to pull herself together! 
She was not going to lose balance in front of robots! 
Fortunately, Honey, who must have perceived her confusion, 
saved her the day. 

“It’s not too embarrassing, that we are naked in front of 
you? 

-It’s okay, it’s okay... You’re just so well made, I mean, 
so... spluttered Melinda. 

— It’s well imitated, isn’t it? Looks like I’m a real child.” 

Melinda couldn’t take her eyes off Honey’s little slit. 
“They’re just robots,” she repeated inside herself, to overcome 
her embarrassment. And suddenly, she wanted to take 
advantage of it, like a kid who, by chance, can stare at the 
cover of an erotic magazine, on the shelf of the bookstore, 
without anyone seeing it. She was both excited, but also 
stunned by the perfection of the body she had in front of her. 
She had to break away from this little girl’s sex. And yet... 

“Is... your... sex? Is it made like a real one?” And Melinda 
suddenly had the strength and the courage to look the 
childbot, Honey, in the eyes. 

“Yes, replied the girl. I can show you or you can touch, if 
you want. 

— Uh, touch? 

- Yes, go ahead, touch me. 

- We're just little machines, you know,” suddenly said out 
Remy, who had remained silent, on the sidelines, until then. 

It was stronger than her, Melinda had a little nervous 
laugh, thinking that a few moments earlier, she had been 
able to take pity on a robot child complaining that he was 
being called a “little machine.” And now, this same robot 
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child was advancing the implacable argument to her that she 
was in the presence of “little machines” and that she could do 
whatever she wanted. After all. And it’s a sort of “little 
hysterical girl,” who put her hand to Honey’s sex, who 
slipped her fingers into the slit of the synthetic young girl, 
who recognized in it, all what a girl needed to be a girl, who 
felt there all what gives a welcoming character to the 
intimacy of girls ... Heat and moistness ... She withdrew her 
fingers immediately, because her confusion had reached a 
pinnacle, to the point of veiling her gaze for a brief moment, 
to the point of filling his lungs with a vital inspiration, so 
vital, that it seemed to her to come back from two minutes of 
deep apnea. 

Melinda picked up Honey’s bathrobe and handed it to her 
to put on. Melinda still found resources, in extremis, to 
recuperate, put on a good face, reconnect with the social 
superficiality, with the banality of the commerce of humans 
among themselves, and she tried to smile, to appear. “You are 
fine, magnificent, very beautiful, both of you. I’m amazed... 
It’s incredible!” And she opened her arms for them to take 
refuge there for a moment. The two children gently wrapped 
their arms around her, their heads resting on her breasts, in 
one of those brief embraces where we pat each other on the 
back. 

“T’ll take you back to the office?” asked Remy, who had just 
raised his face to hers. 

Remy and Honey guided Melinda to the Childbot & Co 
reception lounge. There, behind the counter, there was no 
longer Cathy the redhead, but a man in his forties. He looked 
up at her, lowered them to a probable computer screen, and 
looked up again. 

“Are you Melinda? I was told you were with Honey and 
Remy,” he continued, more than likely looking at his screen 
again. “Here, I’m done, I’m closing this ... And that’s Okay! I 
was waiting for you. Melinda, let me introduce myself: 
Robert Kincaid.” And he got up from behind the counter to go 
towards the young woman, with agility. They shook hands. 
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‘'m Childbot & Co’s psychologist. I’m the one who 
supervises the personalizations and then... The after 
“contact” too, that can be useful. People are mostly upset by 
this encounter with childbots. Do you want something to 
drink? A fruit juice? 

- Yes, I would,” Melinda whispered. 

The psychologist put his hand on her shoulder, 
affectionately, to lead her down a corridor, in front of a 
vending machine selling hot or cold drinks. 

“Mango juice? 

— Yes. 

-Take advantage of it, everything is free at Childbot, 
except the childbots!” And he laughed softly and his smiling 
eyes warmed the heart of the young woman. She drank. It felt 
good, like cool water running over a burn. It just didn’t have 
to stop. 

“Here, take a seat here (Melinda sat down on a padded 
chair and the psychologist also sat down, not far from her, a 
little at an angle). When you feel good, you can talk to me, as 
much as you want: a little, a lot, not at all, okay?” 

Melinda seemed to have suffered a shock (two, three 
shocks!). She wanted to cry, but couldn't. 

“It’s ... It’s ... It’s ... too strong! It’s ...” And she collapsed, her 
face in the palm of her two praying hands. 

“It’s strong, I think too Melinda. It’s strong, it moves well. 
Many things. Things inside yourself. But that’s normal, 
children bring us back to our childhood. The hubots do not 
have this effect. They do other effects, but it’s not the same. 
Childbots, child robots, are something else, they are not just 
‘little machines.’ They are... (The psychologist opportunely 
took out a pocket of paper handkerchiefs which he handed to 
the young woman). You’re going to tell me what they are for 
you, as soon as you're better, okay? 

- Okay.” Melinda made an effort to pull herself together. 
She blew her nose and wiped her wet eyes. She took a deep 
breath. 
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“Here’s what we're going to do, resumed the psychologist. 
I’m going to stay with you for a while, I’m paid for it (and he 
laughs a little to lighten things up). It’s past noon, you must 
be hungry. I’m hungry! I suggest we go eat at the company 
restaurant. You will see, we will find a small quiet corner 
there for you to be comfortable. Okay? Let’s go?” 

He got up, she got up and she followed him, because at 
that moment he was like her shepherd. Vulnerable, she 
would have followed almost anyone or anything. 

Indeed, the company canteen, in addition to open areas, 
included a certain number of niches, with tables of two or 
four, allowing eating and chatting in complete privacy. The 
psychologist began to question her gently. 

“So, Melinda, these childbots, how did you find them? 

-They are... They are... Wonderful! So alive, so real, so 
beautiful too. I even thought of buying them both! (She 
laughs). 

— Ooh! Melinda, you are a very rich woman then. 

- How much will it cost for old personalizations? 

-—Very expensive. Much more expensive than your own 
personalization. You’re on a high-end custom model at eighty 
thousand, right? 

- Yes I think. 

-Honey and Remy are VERY high-end custom models, 
although they are old. They were made for demonstrations 
and to win interprofessional competitions. That’s why they 
present a kind of... perfection. But their price is also... 
perfection! It is necessary to count in the hundred and fifty 
thousand euros, at the very least. I say at the very least, 
because it would also be necessary to add the speculative 
aspect to it. If tomorrow we sold them to the highest bidder, 
there is no doubt that the auctions would go much higher. 

— My childbot will be less perfect then? asked Melinda who 
felt a little disappointed. 

-Don’t worry, yours will be fine too. In terms of 
technology, it will be even better, since it will be more recent, 
therefore benefiting from the latest technological advances. 
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In terms of materials, machinery, software, he will be in 
every way similar to Honey or Remy. The difference will be in 
the apparent perfection. You have to see our two 
demonstrators as sorts of ... masterpieces destined to remain 
demonstrators. Your childbot will really be your child, not as 
perfect, but certainly more authentic. 

-Remy and Honey seemed quite authentic to me, in any 
case. Is it true, what Remy suggested to me, that it had hada 
bad owner, who abandoned it? And Honey, is it the same? 

- They are poor childbots abused, then abandoned? Is that 
what you think? 

- It’s not that? 

-Not exactly. In fact, as I told you just now, they are 
Childbot & Co demonstrators. They have always been 
demonstrators and have never belonged to anyone except 
Childbot & Co. 

- But then, this story ... 

-Sorry for Remy’s little fabrication, but it was 
programmed. In fact, depending on the profile of the 
customers who need to be seduced and convinced, we offer 
different interactive programs. The goal is to arouse positive 
emotions towards the childbots. Aesthetic emotions with 
their perfect appearance and interaction emotions so that 
potential customers realize how one can communicate with a 
childbot at a very high level of authenticity, sincerity and 
emotion. And the ethics, in all that, is that afterwards we 
explain everything to you and that’s what I’m doing now. 
You were manipulated, Melinda, but we tell you, we explain it 
to you. Ethics is saved. You had to live this experience of 
meeting, of contact, in a ‘naive’ state, so that you were 
spontaneous, real, and that is what happened, I believe. Our 
goal was for you to discover what you will be able to 
experience with your own childbot. He will be practically like 
a real child. Do you forgive us? asked the psychologist, with a 
hint of playfulness. 
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-I’m fine, Melinda said, with a small smile. I’m relieved, 
the proof that it worked. I walked completely into the thing! 
Well done! 

- Thank you for taking it well. 

—I havea question ... 

— Yes? 

- Actually, I live alone. I’m not used to such spontaneous 
nudity. That’s what troubled me a bit, this nudity of the 
childbots ... 

-They have no shame these little ones! exclaimed the 
psychologist, which made Melinda laugh. 

-They’re programmed for that, aren’t they? Can we 
program them with or without modesty? 

—Exact. With or without. In fact, when faced with a bot 
(adult or child) you should always bear in mind that the 
interaction you have with it depends on an underlying 
programming strategy. And this strategy, it can be imposed 
by the owner of the bot. But if you are the owner, it is you 
who will impose your strategy in the relationship. Could you 
tell me about your motivation to acquire a childbot? You are 
young, still single, well, I mean, you live alone, according to 
your declarations (I read your file, it facilitates the 
interview). I know you can afford personalization for a high- 
end childbot. And I know that you’re going to explain 
everything to me by saying to me: ‘I’m busy with my work, 
my career, I don’t have time to meet someone, to have a child, 
so, etc.’ Except that a psychologist does not believe in this 
kind of justification!” 

Faced with a shrink who could probably read her 
thoughts, Melinda decided not to hide the bottom under the 
surface. Of course, the job, the career, the money... But it 
wasn’t just that. There was, when she was fourteen, the 
accidental death of her little brother, who was eight. A street 
accident. Car against kid, no doubt about it. This loss was 
painful for the whole family, but for her... We are never 
prepared for that, especially not in adolescence, an age when 
death does not really exist yet. Even today, fourteen years 
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later, she felt a terrible lack of him, a fragility deep inside her. 
She lived a bereaved adolescence. She closed herself off to the 
world, to others, and found herself at nineteen, at university, 
like a wounded animal, who would have lived for too long 
with its healers and who would have difficulty being 
reintroduced into its natural environment, with its 
congeners. 

Admittedly, she had managed to adapt, on the surface, to 
successfully pass her exams, to quickly find a fairly 
prestigious and creative job that paid well. But on an 
intimate, emotional level, she felt extinguished, practically 
dead. She had managed to meet, three times, a boy of her age. 
But it had been, each time, a failure, a dissatisfaction. At all 
levels, relational, emotional ... sexual. 

She decided she wasn’t going to tell the psychologist 
everything. Because there was someone who meant a lot to 
her... There was her childhood girlfriend, with whom she 
shared many things and even very intimate things. But that 
wasn’t, couldn’t be an end, neither for this friend, nor for 
Melinda. 

Also, she had thought of a hubot companion. But it seemed 
too ridiculous to her. Two of her female colleagues had opted 
for this solution and they did not hide from having intimate 
relations with their bots. But for Melinda, her quest was 
elsewhere. That she wanted to find her deceased little 
brother was obvious, in a way. But one must be wary of too 
obvious facts. And the psychologist was entirely of this 
opinion on this point. 

Beyond the badly healed mourning of her little brother, 
Melinda needed childhood, to rediscover the emotions of her 
childhood, to rebuild a link, in herself, finally, with her own 
childhood, as well. She didn’t want a childbot in the image of 
this little brother who died too soon (she certainly wouldn’t 
give him the same first name!), but a child of her own, yes. 
This she wanted. Not a real child, not yet, because he could 
endure the troubles of this new situation, absorb too much 
suffering, compensate for too much lack, share too much 
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trouble, fantasies and anxieties. Melinda felt that a real child 
would have too much weight to bear from his mother. Only a 
childbot, she thought, could help build her, because by 
construction it would be “robust” enough. Somehow, the 
experience of the childbot (which she did not envisage in the 
long term) was a kind of construction of herself and 
preparation for more intimacy with a man, a real one, a child, 
areal one. 

“A therapeutic childbot, concludes the psychologist. By the 
way, what are you going to call it? But you have time to think 
about it before our second date, next week...” 

Four weeks later, Jeremy entered Melinda’s life full time. 
As expected, he arrived by city cab. Outside, getting out of the 
taxi, Jeremy behaved discreetly and conventionally. Melinda 
put her hands on his shoulders and leaned over so they kissed 
each other’s cheeks. The little one was smiling. A beautiful 
eight-year-old child, like his mother, with a little family 
resemblance, as had been programmed. 

Once in the house, the front door closed, he was much 
more demonstrative, throwing himself into the arms of his 
adoptive mother to hug her tenderly. The boy seemed to 
enjoy resting or burying his face between the young woman’s 
breasts. For Melinda it was also a moving moment. She 
always felt like she was bringing the childbot to life. How she 
would have liked to breastfeed him, how she wanted him to 
suck her breasts with the greed of an infant! 

They were not strangers to each other. For almost a week, 
Melinda had been going to Childbot & Co every day to perfect 
the programming of the bot, with the technicians. She could 
call him “Jeremy,” “Jeje” or “Mimi.” He could call her “mom,” 
“Melinda” or “Meli.” But all the other usual words of love were 
possible: “my darling,” “mother darling,” “my love,” etc. The 
young woman had ended up choosing the first name 
“Jeremiah,” for its biblical character. Not that she was 
particularly religious, but she loved everything sacred and 
mysterious. She had seen its translation on the internet: “God 
will elevate.” She liked it, this idea of the divine coming to 
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help her raise her child. And then, in this first name, there 
was “Remy,” the first childbot worthy of the name that she 
had been able to meet and who had strongly marked her. 
Moreover, each time she went to Childbot & Co, she did not 
fail to ask if the “little ones” were free and, in this case, she 
always went to greet them and exchange a few words with 
Honey and Remy. She wanted to keep this illusion, because 
she was also the illusion that she was going to have to build 
and cultivate with her own childbot. The illusion of real 
children. The Childbot employees were having fun of this 
and Melinda was aware of this, but she didn’t care of this. 
One let her do it. One weren’t going to restrain such a 
passionate client! 

This tender embrace, at home, was therefore not the first 
and Melinda no longer took offense at hugging, kissing and 
cuddling a childbot. Her brain, her imagination, her vision of 
the world had changed and she reacted with her Jeremy as 
with a real child. On this point, she had already gained part of 
the expected therapeutic result by adopting a bot: she had 
been able to regain enough freshness from her childhood to 
be able to play with the plush effect, this ability of children to 
become attached to, and interact with, a stuffed animal or 
other figurative toy, as with a real person. Adults are just as 
capable. The attachment to a pet or the persistence of stuffed 
animals in adult life, beyond childhood, demonstrate this 
well. 

The hug came to an end. Melinda took the small suitcase 
from her Jeje and put it on the kitchen table. She opened it. It 
contained the maintenance kit for the bot. The most 
important being the two chargers. One for the house, the 
other, smaller and portable, to take out, just in case. Then, 
Melinda showed her adopted son around the house. She 
showed him his room. The child reacts positively, with many 
exclamations, remarks and many questions. But not of those 
nervous enthusiasms which real children are accustomed to. 
Jeremy was very calm and attentive. The only slightly lively 
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expression was to throw himself prone on his bed and 
bounce around a bit, which made him laugh. 

Melinda sat down on the bed next to him. He came to sit 
next to her and she put an arm around his shoulders. 
Naturally, he hugged his adoptive mother’s waist and placed 
his face on her breast. 

“I love you, my little Jeremy. 

—I love you too, Mom.” 

They stayed like that for a while, Melinda gently rocking 
the child back and forth. She wondered how long a 
relationship with a childbot could last. Perhaps the whole 
life, that of the human who initiates it. In any case, she tasted 
with pleasure these first moments of tenderness, of love 
shared with her robot child. She was happy to feel in tune 
with herself, fully aware of the game she was playing and 
playing it to discover something deep within herself. For the 
moment, it was her little brother that she was restoring, from 
memory to reality. A symbolic little brother, that was 
obvious. But it represented a kind of commemoration, of 
homage paid to the memory of this brother. It was not the 
illusion of a ghost that would be invoked. It was just a page 
she was turning, passing, finally, from his brother to Jeremy. 
The little body of the child against her, Melinda felt 
completely happy. 

But one had to open the eyes again, because it was noon, 
mealtime. His first meal with a loved one in a long time. She 
had become so out of the habit of eating with someone that it 
had a funny effect on her. In the kitchen, she wanted to 
prepare Jeremy’s meal, taking out one of the small sample 
food boxes from the suitcase (she had already built up a small 
stock at home, regularly bringing boxes from Childbot). But 
Jeremy gently intervened. 

“Mom, leave it to me. So get ready to eat. For me it will be 
done quickly.” 

Melinda let the child do it, and she quickly opened the box. 

“A plate?” he asked. 
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Bots don’t eat exactly like real people. They have a 
biosynthetic system that makes it possible to give a biological 
appearance to some of their organs, such as the skin, 
essentially. This system needs certain nutrients for its 
survival, but these contributions could very well be delivered 
more simply than by taking a meal. However, in an effort to 
make the bots look realistic, they had been built and 
programmed to simulate eating meals. It also allowed them 
to share a time of conviviality with real humans. Simply, we 
could not give them a normal human diet. They consumed a 
kind of soft, semi-liquid paste, packed in boxes or tubes and 
drank exclusively water, in which it was also possible to 
dissolve a small quantity of this food paste (totally unfit for 
human consumption, it goes without saying). Then, the bots 
seemed to be able to metabolize what they took in, and 
eventually eliminated a residue along nearly human-like 
pathways. 

Melinda and her eight-year-old son started chatting about 
this and that. Jeremy wanted to know what they were going 
to do in the afternoon. 

“I need a little rest today. To regain energy! he said with 
conviction.” 

Melinda understood that he needed to recharge. 

“Afterwards, she told him, we could go to Bill Gates High 
School. It’s open house this week. We could visit it and enroll 
you there for the start of the school year in September. 

- Oh yeah! Okay! Going to high school is going to be great!” 
Jeremy looked completely happy. He stood up and kissed 
Melinda on the cheek. 

“Mom, I’m really glad we're living together. 

-Me too, darling,” replied Melinda, hugging her child to 
her. How good it was to be able to express one’s most positive 
feelings. The artificiality of the object of her maternal love 
had faded for quite some time, since their first embrace a 
week ago, when they first met at Childbot, at the very 
beginning of the testing period. During this meeting, this 
first physical contact with her childbot, Melinda had been 
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invaded by an emotion of intense love. It was as if someone 
had brought her, from the end of the world, a little 
abandoned orphan. The two weeks of preparation, of 
discussions around the settings, with the psychologist and 
the technicians, had produced in her a strong investment in 
love. She had been truly as “pregnant” with this unborn child 
and the first meeting had naturally awakened her maternal 
instinct. She had been deeply marked by it, like an imprint in 
the heart. She had then completely banished the “little 
machine” from her mind. There was only one beautiful child 
left, her child, who was going to fill her soul, her hearth and 
her life more and more. 

First week of July, Bill Gates High School was closed, 
academically, but had opened its doors to welcome both 
young humans looking for training and bots eager to 
participate in the various programs dedicated to them. When 
Jeremy and Melinda entered the school’s reception hall, there 
were already a lot of people. Teenagers, girls and boys, who 
sympathized in small groups, parents torn between 
admiration and anxiety, teachers and, obviously, a lot of bots, 
children or adults, who were the object of a lot of attention. 

The school was built on the outskirts of the city and was 
marked by beautiful architecture, modern, airy and bright. 
According to the electronic brochure that Melinda and her 
son read together on the smartphone, the establishment 
wanted to be at the forefront of education in electronics, 
computer science and robotization, working in close 
collaboration with universities, research laboratories, 
whether nationally or internationally, in Europe and beyond. 
This high school was well known for the modernity and 
excellence of its training. Lectures had been permanently 
banned. All training took place in workshops, forums and 
online modules. Teachers were responsible for organizing the 
work of their students, to supervise the workshops and their 
research projects (the teaching was always based on research, 
the learning being constantly motivated by the will to seek 
and discover), to animate the online forums and to meet the 
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students from time to time to another in small discussion 
groups, round tables. 

It was Jeremy who led his mother to a stand where a few 
students stood to welcome visitors. He spoke without 
hesitation to a young girl. 

“Hello, we are coming to visit. Can we have a guide to 
show us and explain? 

— Whoops!” said the young girl, looking intently at Jeremy. 
And she caught her comrade’s attention by pulling him by 
the elbow. “Because you’re short, not yet a teenager, and 
you're here, I take it you’re a bot. But in the street ... There I 
couldn’t say, it’s crazy! Are you really a bot? Or a gifted child 
who wants to go straight to high school?” 

Jeremy smiled at her with a touch of pride. 

“I am indeed a childbot, I am eight years old, my name is 
‘Jeremy,’ Iam an AFT-5800, latest generation and... this is 
my human mother ‘Melinda.’ 

— It’s a ‘top of the range with perso,’ whispered the student 
to his classmate. 

-Nice to meet you! Melinda and Jeremy, you are both 
welcome. Uh...” 

Visibly excited, the young girl turned to her comrade, 
jumping on the spot: “May I, may I? Are you doing reception 
without me? Say yes, say yes! 

-Go ahead,” the comrade whispered, a compassionate 
smile on his lips. Then, addressing Melinda and Jeremy: “A 
top of the range, my classmate is crazy about it!” 

This is how they spent a good hour visiting the school 
with the one who introduced herself as Charlotte, a final year 
student in robotic engineering. Melinda noticed how much 
Charlotte was interested in Jeremy, how she looked at him 
with intensity and spoke to him with shy smiles. She gave 
quite the image of the young girl falling in love, which 
amused her: could one fall in love with a bot? After all, she 
herself felt almost maternal feelings for Jeremy, so why not 
love? Which made her laugh inwardly, feeling a hint of 
jealousy towards the schoolgirl towards whom Jeremy 
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himself seemed to show a lot of sympathy. And the bots, 
what did they feel? Don’t forget, she reminded herself: 
“everything is programmed, with bots, even romantic 
feelings. And in human being then?” 

The visit led them to see the numerous workshops, the 
meeting rooms (no classrooms, was surprised to see 
Melinda), a large amphitheater, like at the university, the 
restaurant, the fast bot recharging room (which Jeremy used 
a quarter of an hour, while continuing to interact with the 
high school students). Throughout the visit, Charlotte often 
stopped by small groups of comrades. It featured the childbot 
and his mom, regularly and proudly announcing an “AFT- 
5800, latest generation,” which invariably resulted in stares 
of interest on little Jeremy. One asked him a lot of questions 
and he asked some too. It was information on the cognitive 
and memory performance, the vital systems of the childbot 
and other technical mysteries that went beyond Melinda. The 
bots also met discreetly, with glances and small waves of the 
hand, a few hellos. They also met a few teachers who were no 
less interested in the young “top-of-the-range” childbot. 
Everyone was ecstatic over the aesthetic qualities, the 
finishes of the Jeremy bot and inquired about its capabilities, 
to find out if the song match the plumage. 

They also went to administration where Jeremy, with his 
mother’s agreement, was enrolled in high school for the start 
of the school year in September, in two months. They were 
given a brochure, an electronic badge that Jeremy had to 
wear and they were told that the child was going to be able to 
benefit from free school transport, mixing bots and high 
school students. 

Melinda, worried, asked if “experiments” were made with 
the bots, if we could have access to their... internal 
machinery. She was reassured by the director of the school 
himself, who explained to her that in no case were there any 
interventions inside the bots, but that everything passed 
through the senses, the sensory receptors of the bots and the 
language, just like with real human beings. 
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Then it was time to leave. Jeremy and Charlotte exchanged 
their emails and promised to communicate and meet again. 
Melinda, for her part, although the visit seemed a bit long to 
her, was very satisfied to see the success of her childbot. She 
did not regret her eighty thousand euros spent on such a 
popular bot whose qualities were admired by all. 

After high school, to relax, Melinda decided to go for a 
walk in the municipal park. They sat down on a bench in the 
shade. The weather was hot and stormy. In front of them, a 
playground, with swings, turnstiles, slides, seesaws, 
climbing nets, on which many children were frolicking. 
Melinda realized that Jeremy was looking at them longingly. 

“How are you feeling Jeremy? Are you okay? Not too tired? 

-It’s okay, mum, the little boost in high school has put me 
in good shape! Do you think Ican go play with the other kids? 

-Why not? You can go. Go easy at first. Take care of 
yourself and others. Okay? I stay there, I look at you. 

- Alright, mom, I’m going!” 

And Jeremy calmly went to find the other children, whom 
he got to know in a very natural way. Melinda wondered if 
they realized they were dealing with a bot. It wasn’t certain. 
In high school, she had seen how young people were 
undecided: real or fake child? At any rate, the children here 
seemed to accept him without difficulty and he began to play 
with them, carefully practicing the various games. 

Melinda observed him carefully, it was the first time she 
had seen him exercise his locomotor skills in such a complex 
way. Not only was her child handsome and intelligent, but he 
was also skilled with his body and seemed to move, find his 
balance, have reflexes, without any particular difficulty. Like 
a real child, she saw him hesitate at first, assess the situation, 
then bravely leap into action and progress through playful 
rehearsals. 

After approaching the children for a moment, to observe 
them more closely, a mother, who appeared to be in her 
thirties, came towards her. 
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“Hello! Are you the mother of the little boy over there? She 
pointed to Jeremy. 

- Hello. Yes, it’s my little one. 

-Iam the mother of the little girl, the one with the denim 
skirt. 

-—Oh yes I see. Nice to meet you. My name is Melinda and 
my little one is Jeremy. And the two women shook hands. 

— Juliana. And my little one is Opaline. 

— Charming first name. I take it you come here regularly? 

- Yes, almost every day. Finally, when weather permits.” 

They remained a few moments without speaking, 
observing the children having fun. 

Then, the housewife resumed: “Excuse me, maybe I’m 
wrong, but ... Your child... Is it areal one or ...?” 

Melinda looked at her with a small smile. After the visit to 
the high school, she felt strong enough to face the gaze of 
others. Her childbot had the right to have a life similar to 
other children, the “real ones.” He needed it to grow 
internally, if not externally. This childbot was her life tool, a 
companion, and she had the right for this tool to improve 
with other children. She didn’t want to hide him guiltily 
behind the walls of her house. 

“Go ahead, tell me what you think, she encouraged. 

-Ithink he’s a childbot. Am I wrong? 

-No, he is. So, what do you think? And there was a bit of 
defiance in Melinda’s voice. 

- Take a good look at my little girl. Come on, let’s approach 
in a natural way as if we were just strolling around chatting.” 
The two women got up and slowly approached the play area. 

Melinda looked attentively at little Opaline. She was a 
pretty little girl, about Jeremy’s age, with short, chestnut 
hair, a round, well-defined face. She looked a lot like her 
mother. 

“Can’t you see anything? asked, insistent, the young 
woman. 

-— Don’t tell me she’s ... She’s also a childbot? 

- Bingo!” 
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And the two women burst out laughing as they moved 
away from the children, to return to sit on the bench. The 
two children had lost nothing of the scene and were not long 
in going to join their mothers. 

“What made you laugh, mom? Jeremy asked, while 
Opaline seemed to be waiting for the answer with great 
attention. 

- Honey, it’s when I learned that the young girl who is 
there is also a childbot. I was so surprised. Hello Opaline? 

- Hello ma’am. And turning to her mother: “And you, why 
did you laugh?” 

- Because Melinda just laughed! So, is it going well with 
Jeremy? By the way, hello Jeremy, I’m Juliana. 

- It’s okay, Mom, I’m having fun with Jeremy and the other 
children. Can we go back there?” 

Both moms nodded. 

This is how Melinda met Juliana, a young single woman, 
like her, without children, who had also adopted a childbot. 
The two young women quickly sympathized and opened up 
about their motivations for adopting a childbot. Melinda, 
who had already worked with the psychologist, had little 
trouble weaving the links between the disappearance of her 
younger brother and Jeremy. For Juliana, the story was more 
complex and, in its own way, more difficult. Here too, a loss, 
that of her father, then the appearance of an “ambiguous” 
stepfather (this is the euphemism she used) and her mother 
unable to protect her, undermined her adolescence. At odds 
with her mother, distrustful of the male sex, Juliana dragged 
out her sad loneliness for a long time until the childbots 
appeared, opening to her this fabulous possibility of having 
an “experimental” child, a child who would allow her to 
repair herself and go, perhaps, towards the project of a real 
child, one day... 

Melinda took advantage of this attentive ear, with Juliana, 
to confide more and address the question of some of her 
intimate torments. She explained that it was her first day 
with Jeremy, at home, in her life. Juliana, for her part, had 
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had little Opaline for almost a year. Melinda continued by 
describing her first experience with childbots, at Childbot & 
Co. And then, this question of nudity ... 

“Don’t worry, Melinda, I’ve been there too. I remember, 
Remy and Honey, I think, right? 

-That’s right, yes: Remy and Honey, wonderful childbots! 
But what shamelessness! Melinda laughed. 

-As you say! But hey, these are just ‘little machines!’ 
shouted the two young women who burst out laughing 
again. 

-All the same, continued Melinda, becoming serious 
again, at the time, it had troubled me a lot, especially for 
Honey. I only had one brother, you understand, no sister, and 
for me, nudity was quite taboo. 

- Yes, I understand you. For me it is different. I come from 
a large family, with brothers and sisters, older and younger, 
I’m in the middle, so we were used to seeing each other when 
bathing and washing. 

- Oh, on this point, I was a bit the same, actually. I mean I 
was helping the little one a little to wash up. And then... 
(Melinda felt inspired to open up a bit to Juliana). In fact, I 
had, I still have, a girlfriend from childhood, rather from 
adolescence, well... You understand, we happened to do 
things (and Melinda laughs, half embarrassed)... 

— Ooh, ooh, said Juliana, her eyes laughing. I understand, 
you know. I haven’t had that kind of experience, but I say 
people do what they feel. It’s good. Uh, I understood you 
correctly, are you talking about a lesbian experience with a 
girlfriend? 

- Yes, yes. In fact we are not so lesbian. Just an ‘experience’ 
as you Say.” 

Melinda said to herself that she was not going to say more 
on this point, suddenly embarrassed. But Juliana, who did 
not seem to notice the young woman’s confusion, resumed in 
a natural tone. 

“For my part, in the family, it was a little more taboo in 
adolescence, I mean nudity question, it’s normal, but not 
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excessive either, just respect. I’m not talking about the 
inappropriate gestures of the stepfather... So it’s different 
for you? 

- Yes, quite. I dread ... He’s only eight years old, I know he 
can do a lot of things. He will know how to take his bath 
alone, to wash himself ... No? 

- Yes, in theory. Come on, you wanna know if you can see 
him naked? It’s YOUR child (your childbot) you do what you 
want. Already, seeing your eight-year-old child naked is still 
not forbidden, so a childbot ... Maybe your scruples are a bit 
too much... 

— Severe?” 

Juliana burst out laughing, mockingly. 

“You know, with Opaline I have no taboos. More than that 
would be missing! We take our bath together, it’s part of the 
pleasure we share with our childbot. Relax my darling! Once 
again, you do what you want with your bot. 

- Yes, you're right. I’m a little too stuck in my prejudices. 
But ... Did you see that weather?!” 

Heavy dark gray clouds had gathered over the playground. 
They had to go back to take shelter, because the first drops of 
rain burst, smoking, on the overheated tarmac of the road. 
They separated, each in his taxi, because walking back was 
far too risky. 

In the taxi, Jeremy came to snuggle up to his mother. 

“Did you guess that it was a childbot? 

-Yes, mom, no problem. We bots have the gift of 
recognizing each other. 

— How do you make it? 

—I do not know. We feel it, that’s all.” 

Tight against each other, they remained silent throughout 
the journey. The rain, accompanied by hailstones, was now 
falling on the roof and the windshield of the taxi with a 
deafening and disturbing violence. “I’m a little scared, mom,” 
Jeremy whispered in her ear. Melinda hugged him tighter to 
reassure him and began rocking him gently. The child turned 
on its side, resting its head on its mother’s breasts. She felt he 
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was fine. He closed his eyes. Melinda in turn closed her eyes 
to hold back the salty drops that wanted to escape. She felt, at 
that moment, an intense feeling of love for her Jeremy. She 
would have liked to breastfeed him, for him to suck her 
breasts, as if through this biological emanation of herself the 
robot child was going to truly come to life. The divine breath 
animating the modeling of dried mud and giving birth to the 
first man. This child was magical. He was more than a robot. 
Perhaps an inspiring idol, this sacred object, which is hidden 
in the dark depths of the temples and which focuses all the 
fervor. Jeremy was the actualization of all that was good in 
her, of this love that she struggled so much to feel with 
people of flesh and blood. Jeremy ... 

When they arrived, the rain had subsided and they were 
able to enter the house without getting wet. The house was 
overheated due to the hot and stormy weather. Melinda, 
helped by her son, opened the windows wide to the coolness 
brought by the storm. 

“What are you going to do now Jeremy? 

-Ido not know. Maybe have fun on the tablet. 

- Okay. I’m in the living room. Iam going to rest a little bit. 
If you need me, you come. Okay?” 

Jeremy nodded affirmatively and went to his room. 
Melinda went to relax in the living room listening to some 
music. She remembered the first day with... her child. She 
refused to think “childbot.” Now she had to think of him as a 
real child. Since he had arrived that very morning in the taxi, 
everything had gone very well. For the moment he was an 
adorable, kind and cuddly child, everything she expected 
from a child. Would he have whims? Do stupid things? Like 
the other young people? May be. That would put some 
animation! she thought with a smile... 

“Mum?” 

He was there. 

“Yes Sweety? 

— Why don’t Ihave any toys? 
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- Well... You just arrived. I didn’t know what to buy as a 
toy. And then, it is better that it is you who chooses them. 
We'll see about that tomorrow, okay? 

-I could start looking on the internet, to see what I want. 

— Good idea! 

—Um, can I take a bath? 

- But that’s still a very good idea. Go undress, I’ll run your 
bath.” 

Toys. She hadn’t even planned anything for the bath! 
What could she give him to play in his bath? She turned on 
the faucet in the tub, feeling the temperature of the water 
while thinking. Containers, perhaps. She went to the kitchen 
and opened some drawers and cupboards. In the refrigerator, 
she found a well-opened plastic bottle of fruit juice, which 
she emptied into a tall glass and rinsed. “And a!” she 
exclaimed. 

Then she used a food box and a colander, both plastic too. 
It would work, at first. She went to the bathroom with her 
improvised toys. He was already there, naked, and about to 
get into the bathtub. 

“Are you careful that it is not too hot?” 

Jeremy already had an ankle in the water. 

“It’s okay, it’s perfect.” And the child knelt down in the 
water and slowly began to splash himself. 

“I brought this for you to play with. I don’t know if it’ll be 
okay, if you'll like it...” She felt a little awkward. Was it 
suitable for an eight year old? She knew absolutely nothing 
about it. But yes! Her little brother liked to play with ducks 
and other trinkets in his bath. She also remembered a small 
submarine with a rubber band propeller. 

“Yes, very good! I take!” Jeremy was not a difficult child. 
“Do you want to come bath with me?” he said innocently, 
while starting to transfer water from one container to 
another. 

Melinda felt caught off guard. And her first instinct, in this 
case, was to refuse. “No, not this time,” she replied. 
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“Too bad,” said the child, without showing more 
disappointment than that, while continuing his water game. 

Melinda came out of the bathroom. Troubled. 

But why had she refused? 

Was the desire to take a bath with his adoptive mother 
intentionally implanted in the childbot’s program? 

Or should she take it as the innocent request of a small 
eight-year-old? 

Could she get naked in front of ... an eight-year-old child, 
her child? 

Or in front of nothing but a small machine, a childbot? 

It was just a childbot, but who looked so much like... 

After all, she had the example of Juliana, who didn’t 
hesitate to take baths with her Opaline of adoptive bot! 

Was she going to get stuck in her inhibitions again? She 
who had rubbed her little brother’s back so many times when 
she was a teenager. But it is true that she had never put 
herself naked in front of him ... 

Damn it! He was the one who had proposed, asked, he 
wasn't going to be shocked! And then, a shocked childbot, 
what did that mean?! 

But what did she want? Honestly, she wanted to go. There 
was nothing twisted there. She wanted to be with her little 
Jeremy in hot water. To soak quietly, to feel him against her, 
to feel his skin against hers. She wanted his love and to give 
him her love, to share this intimacy between them. 

She finally made up her mind! 

“Well after all, I’m coming! she shouted out loud. 

— Ha, fine!” cried the child. 

Melinda went to her room and undressed, completely 
devoid of any sense of modesty, suddenly feeling a certain 
excitement to do what she wanted to do. But, as a precaution, 
putting on a bathrobe, she went to close the various windows 
which had remained wide open. She lit some incense in the 
living room and turned up the (relaxation) music a bit so that 
they could hear it from the bathroom, where she ended up 
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“I put incense and soft music, you'll like it,” she said to give 
herself a countenance. Then she kicked off her slippers and 
took off her bathrobe. She looked at him smiling, a little 
intimidated. He looked at her, looking happy. 

“You are very beautiful mum! 

-Thank you honey. And she quickly got into the bath 
water.” 

Naked, Melinda was indeed very beautiful to see. Her 
slender body was harmoniously proportioned, her hips a 
little wide, just enough to feminize her, small round and 
plump buttocks, her breasts were generous and kept a 
beautiful youth, her sex was shaved, a touch of childhood 
that she held from adolescence. And then, it was also to 
follow fashion! 

“Can we add more water? asked the child. 

-Wait, before one have to wash, soap oneself. Also 
shampoo oneself.” Childbot & Co had recommended certain 
brands of soap and shampoo, specially designed for humans 
and bots, which she hastened to buy. 

She shampooed Jeremy, then rinsed his head. He got up to 
soap himself. During this time she shampooed herself. 
Rinsed off. 

“Do you want me to rub your back? He ask. 

- Okay.” 

The child spun around, offering his back to his mother. 
She soaped it, rubbing it gently, down to the buttocks which 
she also soaped. She felt at that moment that pleasure, so 
long lost, of touching the body of a little child, a pretty body, 
of which a mother is proud, which she soaps and rubs and 
caresses, as one does with a beautiful object that the one 
loves. But more than that, by the force of this animal 
sensuality which unites mother and child, from the first care, 
and which would like to continue well after, if other more 
troubled things did not happen in the meantime. 

She got up in turn to soap herself, in front of the child. He 
went back to playing in the soapy water, only incidentally 
glancing at his mother. She did the thing quickly, her temples 
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inflamed, daring to go so far as to wash her crotch while 
Jeremy was really busy emptying the bottle slowly into the 
box, watching the soap bubbles rise and die as they exploded. 
Then she dove back into the water and turned on the faucet 
to finish filling the tub so they could rinse off. 

Melinda ends up lying down, stretching her legs and 
inviting the little one to come against her, against her belly 
and her breasts. He accepted with an adorable expression of 
anticipated pleasure. 

“T like being with you like this. 

-Me too, my darling. ‘My darling child,” she corrected 
herself. 

The boy stopped playing. He curled up between his 
mother’s thighs, his face between her breasts. He closed his 
eyes and he ended up falling asleep, apparently. Melinda 
received him like this, wrapping her arms around him, 
tasting with delight this new pleasure of this close contact 
with this little being built to be her child. She closed her eyes, 
too, in a state of peace and happiness. How she loved and 
would love again and again this little child! 

After the bath, they put on their night clothes and ate their 
second meal of the day. As a single and seasoned solitary, 
Melinda used to eat in the evening in front of her television, 
watching the news and then a talk show. She hesitated, not 
sure if she should maintain her habits or shake them up to 
promote dialogue with her son. Finally, she decided on a 
compromise: not to change her habits, but to remain open to 
what the child could initiate in conversation. Perhaps he was 
going to be interested in the news? 

A new storm broke out in the evening, rain and hail. Also, 
all the news, practically, was devoted to the various storms, 
gusts, floods and their damage on the national territory. 
More thunderstorms were expected overnight in the region. 

“Mom, I’m afraid of the storm, you know. All bots are 
afraid of thunderstorms. I feel the electricity in the air. Said 
Jeremy giving the impression that he was shivering. 

~ It’s true? Can you feel the electricity? 
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~ Yes, it’s true. It’s dangerous for us bots. 

-It’s dangerous for humans too, you know. I feel a little 
electricity in the air. There is also an expression that says: 
‘Oh, the atmosphere is electric!’ Jeremy smiles. 

-How does all this electricity come from, do you know 
mom?” he resumed. 

Melinda had to remember her meager knowledge of 
physics and, holding two slices of toast above the table, she 
explained to her child how accumulations of positive and 
negative electricity form between the clouds and the ground, 
and how all this suddenly discharges in a flash of lightning. 
Jeremy looked at his adoptive mother with fascination, 
drinking in her every word. 

“But where does electricity come from? he insisted. 

- You know... I don’t know everything. We can go online 
if you want...” 

But then his cell phone started ringing to the rhythm of a 
well-known little tune. It was her friend, her only childhood 
friend, Colette. She was checking in on her, worried about the 
storms and was very excited when Melinda told her that the 
childbot had been at home since the morning. Enthusiastic, 
Coco insisted, begged, she would bring a cake and a good 
bottle, she wanted to see Jeremy at all costs, and Melinda gave 
in. She knew her friend and her passionate character too well 
and then, a unique friend, it must be preserved. 

Coco arrived within half an hour, a Sachertorte in one 
hand and a dry white in the other. Melinda took the bottle 
from her and they were able to kiss each other. 

“So? Where is he? The young woman was smiling, all 
exhilarated, like a young girl waiting for her first lover. 

—Come, you'll see...” 

Jeremy was in the living room and got up smiling when 
Colette entered. 

“Oh that’s not true! Oh, how marvelous! My God he is 
beautiful! Truly! Meli, that must have cost you a fortune! 

- You can say it! 

- It’s none of my business, but did you take a loan? 
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-No no. I had enough, that’s all. 

-Yes I know. You are a great saver. But... If you 
introduced us! 

-— There you go, Coco, let me introduce you to Jeremy, my 
adopted little boy. Jeremy, let me introduce you to Colette or 
Coco, a friend I’ve known since... We were both children 
when we met.” 

Jeremy went, without further formality, to tender his 
cheek to Colette. The latter, astonished, delighted, smiling, 
looked at her friend for a moment, then caressed the child’s 
cheek, appreciating his delicacy, his naturalness. “It’s 
amazing,” she said again, to herself. Then she leaned over to 
give him a kiss and another on the other cheek. Jeremy 
smiled contentedly. 

This is how a pleasant evening unfolded, a childbot 
between two humans. Childbot at the center of the 
conversation, as well as all the bots on Earth, the two young 
women chatting happily about their evolution, their qualities 
and their various uses ... Jeremy listened with interest to all 
these exchanges. He intervened little, but could answer the 
questions that Colette never failed to ask him. 

Wanting to behave like a real responsible mother, around 
10:30 p.m., Melinda decided to send the child to bed. Since his 
bath he had been in pajamas. All she had to do was tuck him 
in, cuddle him a bit and wish him good night. 

“If there’s a storm, I’ll be scared, whispered the child, 
holding his mother by the neck. 

- Don’t worry, darling. You are safe in the house. And then, 
you saw, I sleep right next to it. There I’m going to end the 
evening with Coco, we’re going to chat a little more and then 
I'll go to bed too. Okay? 

— Okay, he said, somewhat reassured. She’s nice Coco, isn’t 
she? 

- Yes, very nice. She’s a longtime friend. Go! Sleep? 

-Ilove you. 

— Me too, my little darling, I love you. See you tomorrow. 
Sweet Dreams.” 
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Straightening up, she felt a little silly, wondering if 
childbots could dream. Jeremy smiled and closed his eyes. 
Melinda glanced at her connection. The childbot, like every 
night, was going to recharge. 

Back in the living room, the conversation resumed 
between the two young women, but more subdued and more 
intimate. Melinda knew her friend too well to know that she 
was going to discuss all the details of a relationship with a 
childbot. 

“So? How is he? I mean, his body, all the stuff, what. Is he 
like a real one?” And the young woman’s eyes shone in the 
dim light of the two candles they had lit. 

“Of course, you don’t have to look inside. But from the 
outside, he is in all respects ... well, I mean, looking like a real 
kid. 

-And... He has everything he needs?!” And Colette burst 
out laughing nervously. 

Melinda smiled at her into her glass of white, a little 
embarrassed. She was thinking about this choice of a “max” 
model and she felt her temples heat up red. 

“Oh, you! Yes! He has ‘everything,’ she told her, her eyes 
bulging with evidence, shaking her head. 

- Ah! Aspired Coco. And... Have you tried? I mean, he can 
have a... small shape? And she laughs again like a hysterical 
teenager. 

—Coco! Melinda said in an amused tone of reproach. He’s 
still a child! 

- Yes Okay. But it’s just a bot, after all. You could try to see 
if it works well on that side too...” And she collapsed on the 
couch, laughing. One could see that the wine was having its 
full effect. “One never know!” she managed to articulate, 
mingling with her bursts of laughter. 

Melinda wore a forced smile, shaking her head. “You are 
drunk! My poor Coco.” And she went and sat next to her 
friend, on the couch, straightening her up and taking her in 
her arms, close to her. Her face buried between her breasts, 
her friend Coco tried in vain to stifle her giggles. 
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Coco finally calmed down as the alcohol metabolized in 
her body. She hugged Melinda in her arms, which she had 
slipped around her friend’s waist. 

“I’m fine with you, Meli. I love your big boobs.” 

Melinda said nothing, but stroked her friend’s head, her 
silky hair breathing in her sweet feminine scent. They could 
happen to have sex. But not tonight. Melinda was thinking 
too much about Jeremy, about her little boy love. Colette 
wasn't going, couldn’t leave in such a state. 

“Coco? You sleep here, okay? 

- With you? 

-No sorry. I need to rest. The day was... dense. With the 
arrival of the little one and all that. 

-Oh, I want ...” And Coco buried her face again between 
her friend’s breasts. 

“Come on, come on, Coco, you will gently masturbate on 
the sofa. Maybe another time, okay? Go! We get up, let me set 
up your bedding.” 

Reluctantly, Colette tore herself from the voluptuous 
body. Neither considered themselves homosexual. They liked 
boys. They weren’t even bisexual, because they didn’t like 
girls, especially. Simply, they liked each other, like two old 
friends and above all, they liked this special parenthesis they 
had shared since the ages of eleven or twelve. They liked this 
“little smut” which reminded them of their childhood, of the 
day when they had seen two lesbians, real ones, kissing each 
other on the mouth and where both had felt a shiver run 
through their being. The ineffable joy of transgression, of the 
secret shared, of this excitement so healthily unhealthy. 
They had kissed each other on the mouth, they had fondled 
each other and, over time, they had learned a lot from each 
other, bodies, sexes and pleasure. No one knew their secret. 
Not being in love with each other, in everyone’s eyes they 
were just two old school friends. 

They unfolded the sofa and, while Melinda installed the 
basic bedding, given the ambient temperature, Coco 
undressed completely. And, while her friend was in the 


169 


ERIC LOONIS 


bathroom, Melinda undressed in her turn. Coco lay down. 
Melinda went to the bathroom. On her return, she was about 
to go to her room when she heard herself being called out. 

“Meli, Meli,” whispered the young woman on the sofa. And 
she waved her over with a mischievous smile that the 
darkness couldn’t hide. “I want, please, just me alone, unless 
you want.” 

Melinda went towards her, towards her friend. She didn’t 
really want sex, but felt available enough to cuddle her a little 
and satisfy her. 

“A hug, a big hug. I love you,” whispered the young 
woman, hold me tight. 

Melinda took her in her arms and began to give her kisses 
and caresses on the face. Colette took one of her arms and 
directed her hand towards her privacy, under the light sheet. 
“IT need, I need,” she whispered in Melinda’s ear, trying to 
nibble on her. 

“Okay, okay, but only you, okay?” 

Coco calmed down, on the surface, and agreed to enter 
herself, spreading her thighs a little further, her hands on her 
friend’s arm and her friend’s inquisitive hand, to experience 
the caress. Although she herself did not want to commit that 
evening, Melinda did not mind masturbating the young 
woman, feeling her fingers slide into the welcoming slit, 
feeling her clitoris vibrate, feeling her breathing increase, to 
hear her moans, her sighs, her meows and purrs. To feel the 
tension rising, to command this tension, to carry it, to 
maintain it, to postpone it for a moment and the next 
moment to relaunch it. Masturbating Colette was not, for 
Melinda, just a sexual affair, but an experience of power, of 
control over the other, which satisfied her desire to 
dominate. Outside this terrain of sexuality, it was Coco who 
usually had the upper hand. Coco the crazy, the enterprising, 
the whimsical, the uninhibited, while Melinda was more shy, 
reserved, anxious too, in the face of novelty. But there, in 
those moments when her darling Coco gave herself up to her 
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caresses, Melinda took her revenge and felt like she was 
taking back control, of being someone who matters. 

Coco’s mouth suddenly clapped against her neck, open, 
with wet lips, toothy and tongued and moaning. Coco came, 
with little ecstatic cries. And, when it was all over, Melinda 
scrupulously respected the support time, this post-orgasmic 
hug that makes all the difference. She felt completely 
responsible for her friend, who suddenly became a little child 
in her arms, vulnerable. Melinda was proud of her little 
evening work. It was only when she felt the breath of sleep in 
her neck, like the surf of a great ocean, that gently, slowly, 
she slid her arms, abandoning this sated, peaceful, sleeping 
body. She went to her solitary bed. Where sleep took her by 
surprise. 

The clap of thunder jolted her awake. All the windows 
were open, but the roller shutters just closed in louvers to 
allow air circulation in the house. Also, the sounds from 
outside came in the same way, without any restraint. Now a 
dull roll of bass drums seemed to fill the whole atmosphere. 
We could also hear the rain falling in gusts on the shutters. A 
small noise, however, made Melinda straightened up and 
look at the foot of her bed. A small figure stood there, fragile. 

“I’m scared, Mom,” he said anxiously. 

Melinda sat up in bed, threw back the sheet and held out 
her arms to him. “Come, don’t be afraid, I’m here.” 

The little boy quickly climbed into his mother’s bed and 
immediately came to snuggle up against her. Melinda lay 
down, leading the child. Then she pulled the sheet over them 
both. Now she held the little body of the child against her, 
squeezing it a little, petting it with delight. He had 
instinctively put his face against his mother’s breasts and 
stood against her, curled up, peaceful. Outside, the wind 
gusted as the storm moved away, snapping or roaring further 
and further, the flashes illuminating the room from time to 
time, like an armful of white lasers filtering through all the 
little holes in the shutters. 


ERIC LOONIS 


The young boy’s body seemed to quiver, imperceptibly, 
with each flash, between her arms. Melinda began to taste a 
little of this affection, of this tender love, that the death of 
her little brother had snatched from her. She felt, at that 
moment, perfectly well. Between the pleasure she had given 
to Colette and, now, this tenderness given to her Jeremy, her 
world suddenly seemed to her so full of love that her heart 
overflowed with one of those joys that flood the eyes. She 
wrinkled them for a moment, not daring to wipe them for 
fear of waking the little one. Is this happiness? She wondered, 
just before falling back into a deep sleep. 

It was the next day, in the morning, once her crazy friend 
had disappeared, that Melinda found the minefield of her 
scruples. Jeremy was in front of the television, waiting for 
them to go shopping. They had decided to go buy him his 
first toys. 

He had slept in her bed, with her, close to her. Was it 
healthy for a child, a childbot, to sleep with his mother? And 
for a human child... She didn’t know, after all. And a 
childbot ... Juliana: did she sleep with her Opaline synthetic 
girl? She hadn’t thought to ask her. How could she have 
thought of that. The day before, she hadn’t imagined that the 
little one would be so afraid of the storm that he wanted to 
share her diaper. She had to know, even if it meant looking 
like an idiot. She phoned Childbot & Co, asking if the 
psychologist was available, “just for a little information.” He 
was unavailable. But the hostess, whom she had on the 
phone, showed herself capable of answering her all the same. 

“You do exactly what you want, madam. No worries. You 
can sleep very well with the little one. 

— But if he gets used to it? 

- Yes, of course, he can and will get used to it, if you do it 
often, every night. But, at the limit, if it does not go well, it is 
possible to reprogram it, just to take away this little habit. 

- Okay. Is it possible then? 

- Yes perfectly. This is not covered by your guarantees, of 
course. There will be a small cost, that’s all. What I advise 
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you, if you allow me, is to behave with him as with a real 
child: allow him to sleep with you or be in your bed on certain 
occasions. Like this night, if he is afraid of the storm. Or even 
on Sunday morning, to sleep in. But apart from that, firmly 
demand that he sleep in his bed. Another tip, if he’s not too 
heavy for you, in the morning, while he’s still sleeping, carry 
him gently to his bed. That way he will wake up to it, it will 
slow down the installation of a bad habit. Here! Are you going 
to try this? The psychologist wouldn’t tell you better. And 
then, you know, ‘it’s just a little machine.” 

Melinda, at the time, was satisfied with this answer. It was 
common sense. Yet now she sensed something, out of 
direction, that was worrying her and that needed more than 
just good common-sense advice. She had LOVED this 
presence of the child in her bed, beside her. It was she who 
was in danger of picking up a bad habit! 

In fact, the days and nights passed, Melinda and Jeremy 
settling into their mutual and shared life, like a couple on 
honeymoon. The little childbot was a particularly pleasant 
being to live with, an intelligent, curious, calm child, who 
knew how to be present whenever Melinda needed company, 
a presence with her, but who also knew how to be discreet 
and absent when her adoptive mother wanted to be alone. 

Being on vacation for a month, Melinda had plenty of time, 
in this month of July, to taste the joys of mothering and 
discover the fabulous abilities of her toddler. What she really 
appreciated about him was his affection, his ability to 
awaken in her a very maternal sensuality. The hugs with 
Jeremy were real hugs and the young woman lived there a 
tender and powerful love which allowed her both access to 
happiness and an inner balance, an assurance, a self- 
confidence, lost for a long time and which she finally found 
again. 

She had seen again the psychologist from Childbot & Co, 
once, to make sure, precisely, of the innocuousness of the 
extent of these hugs, of this sensuality which developed 
between her and her childbot. She had been fully reassured 
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by the professional that she could let herself go in peace in 
the relationship and the closeness and well-being with her 
little Jeremy. That all of this was completely normal and met 
her deepest needs, for love and repair. He reminded her that 
childbots and bots in general, often fulfill a therapeutic 
function with fragile or weakened people like her. The 
professional explained to her how bots were widely used in 
the field of mental illness, autism, depressed people, the 
elderly and demented. And then, that surveys in the general 
population showed how bots, adults or children, were 
becoming more invested as real humans. In the individual, in 
personal and family life, the bots were in no way reduced to 
their domestic function, but were the object of social, 
affective and, increasingly, sexual investments. 

This question of sexuality, precisely, remained a little 
taboo for Melinda and she had not yet been able to approach 
it with anyone. Neither with Juliana, whom she had seen 
again, nor with her friend Coco, nor with the psychologist. 
Yet, without really realizing it, imperceptibly, Coco’s 
whimsical ideas had begun to interfere in her, letting surface 
in her consciousness guilty desires that she vigorously 
repelled, but which tended to come back with insistence. 
Especially since the sensual contacts had not ceased to 
develop over the days and nights. There were hugs during 
the day, marked by embraces, languid body-to-body, 
exhilarating kisses and voluptuous caresses. There were the 
shared baths, made up of nudity, exhibition on the part of 
Melinda and, again, tender and titillating contacts in the 
liquid element. And then, there were the nights... 

Mélinda had effectively given up to be frustrated of 
Jeremy’s presence with her. Sleeping together had become a 
way of being and living in its own right for both of them. The 
young woman could no longer see herself giving it up. Finally 
she realized that beyond all that the childbot brought her 
during the day, it was above all to fill her nights that she had 
wanted to adopt this little boy. He was the ideal teddy bear, a 
child she could hold close to her bosom, a childlike love that 
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soothed her, satisfied her so completely that it could seem 
frightening. But this anguish, which marks all too well- 
established happiness, could not completely reach her, 
because, on the other hand, Melinda felt how much she 
herself had begun to change, to gain confidence. She felt how 
much all this sensual and nocturnal love, instead of locking 
her in herself, gave her, on the contrary, a foundation, on 
which she then leaned to be able to be fully herself during the 
day, in her social life. The nights with Jeremy formed the 
foundations of her life with others. 

For a long time, Melinda’s sex life was limited to her 
almost daily masturbation and rare moments of shared 
intimacy with Coco. She had practically given up on boys, on 
men, not out of disaffection (men retained a certain 
attraction for her), but to make her life easier. She did not see 
herself, once again, engaging in the torments of a 
relationship. With Coco things were simple, limpid, like a 
clear horizon, a cool spring. With herself the thing, 
masturbation, was natural, for so long in tune. With the 
men... It was complicated, to put it mildly. There was 
always, hidden somewhere, this notion of control, this fierce 
will of the other, which was both an essential ingredient, but 
also a constraint, that she didn’t want to live, to live again, at 
this stage of her short existence. As for Jeremy ... 

Many articles in magazines, documentaries on television 
and, even very recently, two fiction films and four novels, 
had been devoted to this intriguing and fascinating theme at 
the same time, the intimate relationship between humans 
and bots. A new current of ideas and practices was 
developing in society: the sexbot, in order to promote and 
assume in a positive way sexual relations between bots 
(whether hubots or childbots) and humans. Melinda watched 
all this, torn between fascination and anxiety. She couldn’t 
help finding something “not very normal” in these practices. 
She was dealing with her prejudices from another age, 
especially when it came to childbots. As much with an adult 
bot she could conceive, with just a hint of reluctance, sexual 
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relations (after all, this was just an _ extraordinarily 
sophisticated extension of the inflatable doll), as much with 
childbots she felt a strange reluctance. Strange, because at 
the same time, in her own life, her relationship with her 
Jeremy, she was well aware that things were only going to get 
worse. 

One day she hadn’t been able to resist the urge and, 
lingering over the boy’s intimate toilet, she had provoked a 
nice erection from her model “Max,” which had disturbed her 
a little too positively. Another day, for fun, she had 
encouraged him to soap her back, then the front, then her 
intimacy and she had felt such sexual excitement that she 
discreetly masturbated under water in front of the child. And 
even at night, it wasn’t unusual for the two of them to be 
stark naked, indulging in some particularly steamy cuddling 
in the hollow of the bed. 

With Colette, as she had decided to talk about it, in fact, 
each time her friend visited, the subject was on the table. 
Endless debates between the (less and less) timorous Melinda 
and the sensual Coco. The latter encouraging Melinda to the 
craziest practices, while Melinda tried with less and less 
conviction to defend her main principles. In vain did she tell 
herself that Jeremy was only a “little machine,” that he would 
be eight years old forever, that the notion of sexual trauma 
made no sense for a bot, that it could easily be programmed, 
to deprogram and reprogram him, so that sexual experiences 
could variously be implanted in him, erased, arranged, 
adapted, reimplanted, obliterating any idea of a recorded and 
persistent historical memory, in vain did she tell herself all 
this, there persisted in her a background of moral reticence 
which embarrassed her to the highest degree. She was well 
aware of the growing gap, of the untenable discordance 
between some of her moral values and some of her practices 
with Jeremy. 

“All the same, Coco had reminded her, in ‘pedophilia’ there 
is ‘pedo,’ which means ‘child’ in Greek, and childbots are NOT 
children!” 
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But that hadn’t helped Melinda in any way. She remained 
with her inner conflict and the more her relationship with 
Jeremy took place in her life, the more the conflict became 
acute. Conflict aggravated by the genuinely “lovely” feelings 
she had for this synthetic little boy: he was a bit like her son, 
but also a bit like a young lover. She felt a passionate 
affection for him, which ranged from the desire to breastfeed 
to the desire for sexual fusion. She felt trapped in the teddy 
bear effect. The plush had invaded his imagination so much 
that it had taken on a life of its own, more real than real. She 
no longer discerned too much the imaginary irremediably 
attached to the childbot and the reality of a little eight-year- 
old boy to whom she lent too much “life.” 

Juliana, Colette, the testimonies she heard on television, all 
this only made her torment worse. All were in the same 
camp: that of freedom, that of the questions that one does 
not ask oneself. It’s like that, it’s modern, it’s technology and 
progress that want that, “little machines,” a foreseeable 
evolution of individualistic society, the loss of religious 
values and the appearance of these new idols that are bots: 
creatures made in the image of their creator. 

Some family and religious associations did try to convey 
the idea that bots are sentient beings who have rights, others 
spoke of “ambiguous messages that are sent to real children,” 
“attack on the dignity of real children,” but all this had little 
resonance in society. Some argued that sexual acts with 
childbots were, in a way, precursors of pedophilia and that 
they should be penalized for this; the others countered by 
arguing that sex with bots and childbots in particular was, on 
the contrary, a way of satisfying desires that protected 
against criminal acts. Both sides whipped up their scientific 
studies and statistics proving that. The problem was not only 
with the childbots, but also with all the bots used for 
sadomasochistic satisfaction, exhibition, humiliation, sexual 
exploitation. Humanity had found painless toys in bots. It 
could finally indulge in all its perversions without destroying 
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its fellow creatures. Only symbols could be in suffering. On 
condition of giving importance to the symbols ... 

Melinda had seen Childbot & Co’s psychologist twice more, 
at the end of July and the beginning of August. The 
professional had indeed had a speech of “freedom” which had 
disappointed her a little, but he had also pointed out 
Melinda’s relationship with her deceased little brother. It 
seemed that, for the young woman, there lay the heart of the 
problem. With shame, she walked on the minefield of her 
feelings, her sensations, her... excitements, during the 
interactions with her brother. She had taken too much care of 
his privacy. Under the alibi of the attentive big sister, 
without anyone realizing it (ah! this positive prejudice 
towards women), she had developed a rather equivocal taste 
for sensuality between her little brother and her. The toilet 
was playful, laughing, and insisted in many exquisite places 
that it would have been necessary, normally, leave to the sole 
initiative of her brother. She confessed, in the psychologist’s 
office, that without having expressly masturbated him, she 
had often put the child erect by excessive gestures of 
washing. She recognized her inner voluptuousness in these 
gestures, in the contact of her hands with the buttocks and, 
overall, the whole of her brother’s body. She recognized with 
shame that she then masturbated while fantasizing about 
this little brother. And then... There had been his sudden 
disappearance, which had frozen, crystallized her guilty 
desires. She remained attached to them henceforth, like an 
inclination, an orientation deep within herself, against which 
she tried to fight, without yet fully understanding that she 
was thus leading a fight against herself, that she was 
consuming her life. 

It had been a fortnight since she had resumed her work. 
Jeremy remained wisely waiting for her at home. He was 
instructed to alternate between breaks and a bit of 
distraction on the internet, in front of the television or his 
tablet. What was nice about a childbot was that she didn’t 
risk him setting the house on fire just to distract himself. 
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Jeremy could hardly suffer from loneliness, because all his 
“suffering” was just a parameter in his software. 

At the end of the afternoon, just before leaving the office, 
she telephoned him. She wanted to find out, to know if he 
was fine and to remind him that she would be back a little 
later, because she had an appointment with the psychologist. 

“Okay, Mom,” said the little boy. And he added, in a 
worried tone: “Do you know there are going to be 
thunderstorms tonight? 

-Yes, my darling, with this heavy weather, it’s quite 
possible. Did you see that in the weather forecast? 

-Yes, they say that there will be many violent storms! 
Locally violent. There will be electricity in the air. And you 
know I’m afraid of the storm, so you won’t have to hang 
around after the psychologist, hey mum? 

-Don’t worry, my love. Mom will be home as soon as 
possible. I’ll take a taxi, it will go quickly. Hey, Jeremy, you 
know it well: if things don’t go well, you take a break, okay? 

- Okay, mom, okay. But I still prefer to be with you. I love 
you, come home quickly. 

—I love you too, kiss kiss, see you later 

That day, Melinda entered the psychologist’s office still 
locked in a small box, in the shackles of her scruples. The day 
before, she had had a dream ... She had dreamed of Jeremy 
for the first time. And it had been a pleasant dream, an erotic 
dream, pleasant, in the moment. Except that, all day long, 
that dream had been an incandescent iron, searing her soul 
in endless torment. 

“Come on, Melinda, tell me about this dream, it can only 
relieve you. 

-It’s awful... In fact, it’s neither more nor less than the 
resumption of my fantasies ... 

— Masturbators? You mean. 

Melinda blushed, embarrassed. 

-—Come on, Melinda, courage! Everyone does it (even me!), 
everyone has very twisted, perverted fantasies (even me), so 
stop beating yourself up. Things are like that, human beings 
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are like that! Ultimately, ninety percent of moral rules are 
stupid and rotten! I’m even going to tell you a big secret about 
the usefulness of morality. Do you want to know this great 
secret Melinda?” 

She nodded, wondering what this “big secret” could be. 

“Tll tell you ... What I believe is that most moral rules were 
laid down by humanity to be overturned. They are just 
imaginary obstacles intended to produce the excitement of 
their transgression. So tell me that dream-fantasy and I’ll bet 
you it’s another story of transgression.” 

Melinda smiled, a little relieved. 

“Anyway, if it’s already with Jeremy and it’s erotic, it’s 
necessarily a transgression. But, you're right... It goes 
further ... In fact, my main fantasy with... my brother... is 
that we are in a kind of school and that for pedagogical 
reasons, he is exhibited in front of his comrades, completely 
naked, erect, masturbated in front of everyone, I mean in 
front of the other children. Here. And the dream with Jeremy, 
it’s a bit like that, it’s in high school that he’s going to join in 
September and there, it’s me who does the thing. In this high 
school they study bots, childbots and with Jeremy we have a 
sexual relationship in front of all the young people and, as 
always, the dream ended at the best time... 

— And, this scene, of the sexual exhibition, you had already 
used it in fantasy, I mean to amuse you alone, before? 

- Yes, well no, not like that. I’m just going back to my good 
old fantasy and replacing my little brother with Jeremy. It’s 
just showing off, masturbating the little one, but not to ... the 
full thing, not like that. 

- So, if your unconscious thought of the ‘complete thing,’ 
you, consciously, you thought of the ‘complete thing?’ 

-Not in front of people, that would be too embarrassing, 
but yes... In the privacy of my bedroom or the bathroom, I 
thought about having full sex with Jeremy. It’s awful! 

-It’s ‘awful,’ you're absolutely right, it’s terrible. Good! But 
now that things are done, are said, what can you consider? 
Maybe ask Childbot & Co if they could reprogram your mind?! 
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- Oh, if only... 

-Yes, as you say, if only. Unfortunately, that’s not 
possible, and not just because we’re not robots and as 
humans one can’t access our software, but for another, 
more ... moral reason. Do you see what I’m talking about?” 

Melinda thinks... A “moral” reason why one couldn’t 
change the minds of human. She could see a reason, but it 
couldn’t be that easy! 

“Because it’s not good? She hesitated. 

- Yes, that is the consequent reason. We forbid ourselves 
to modify (if we could) the human soul, because it is to attack 
its intimacy, its structure, whatever we want. But there is an 
antecedent reason ... Do you see it? 

- Uh, because ... we have the right to think what we want? 

- Yes! That’s right! We have the right to think what we 
want. It’s FREEDOM! It is because we are fundamentally free 
that it is not possible to affect this internal freedom, that 
would be highly immoral. Of course, we are also formatted 
by our values, our ‘morality,’ our mentality, our habits of 
thought, our opinions, which are largely dependent on 
others, on culture, but, ultimately, every man is capable of to 
detach from all that and to appeal to one’s fundamental 
freedom. And art, our creativity or sexual fantasies are proof 
that this fundamental freedom exists.” 

Melinda understood what the psychologist meant and she 
hated her freedom. “It’s only a small machine and she, 
Melinda, is free,” how awful! 

“All that makes human neurosis, resumed _ the 
psychologist, is that people often deny themselves EVEN this 
inner freedom. They are afraid of their own thoughts. It 
becomes a terrible conflict, like an autoimmune disease, like 
the mind eating itself. You must be able to think everything, 
imagine everything, because it is truly WHAT IT IS! Thought 
is infinite and indefinite, that is the great mystery, that is the 
true spirituality, the true ‘beauty’ in the world, in this 
universe: the freedom of the human soul. There’s something 
almost religious about it. And it follows from this freedom, 
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which you must assume, accept and assume, that you can 
use it in your sexual intimacy and, by extension, with all 
beings who are legally consenting to share it with you and, 
among these beings ... 

-I... Actually, there’s one thing I never said here. But it 
comes to me, what you say, I understand now... 

- Yes, Melinda? Would you like to say what you never said? 
Right here? Here? You mean here? 

-Here, here and elsewhere, finally. I am not... lesbian, 
homo. Melinda started, with a little embarrassment. But, 
here, since adolescence, oh, even a little before, I have a very 
good childhood girlfriend and, we had hugs, at the start. It 
was fun, exciting. She’s not lesbian either. In fact, we can’t 
even say we’re bisexual, because outside of the two of us we 
don’t see women, we’re not attracted to women in general. 
We prefer men! Melinda burst out laughing. 

— And, even now, does this intimate relationship last with 
your girlfriend? 

- Yes, I admit that yes, from time to time, we treat each 
other well. 

— Would you say that one or the other, you compensate for 
a frustration? I mean, because there are no men in your 
intimate lives? 

-Oh no, not at all! Besides, it happened to us, one or the 
other, to have a boyfriend and that did not prevent us from 
doing things, at certain times. It’s a desire we have, a pleasure 
we want to preserve, it’s our choice. 

- Yes, that’s right, I confirm it, it’s your ‘free-dom!’ Is not 
it? That’s freedom and you see that it’s not necessarily 
determined. I mean there can be reasons, an encounter, a 
trauma, but that’s not always the case. Perhaps this is rarely 
the case. 

- Yes, we, it’s by chance. We were friends in middle school, 
from sixth grade. There were chemistry between us, we 
complemented each other. She, she has a rather, let’s say, 
enterprising side, I’m rather coward, well less and less. So we 
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got along well. We always get along pretty well. We like it, 
doing our “little smut” we say it like that. It’s funny. 

-— You see, continued the professional, I don’t know about 
your girlfriend, but for you, do you see a connection between 
your inclination for your little brother and sexuality with 
your school friend? Did one replace the other? Is one the 
consequence of the other? Does the second come as a reaction 
to the first? No? 

— No, it’s one and the other, like that. 

-Well, that’s freedom. One can always invent hazy 
theories on the reasons for this or that, but what I believe is 
the theory that the individual makes himself. Because it is 
the theory, the true, the most authentic, the most syntonic, I 
mean in harmony with oneself. And Jeremy in all this? 
Would you say that Jeremy, your little childbot, is one of the 
human beings, whose legal consent we must obtain, to share 
our fundamental freedom with them? 

- No, of course not. They are “just little machines” and the 
psychologist had brought out the consecrated expression, in 
chorus with the young woman, which made them both 
laugh. 

—I have one last question, Melinda resumed. 

—I’m listening to you. 

-I was worried. At the start of the school year he goes to 
Bill Gates High School and I was wondering if we can read in 
a childbot, if they could find out everything he does. 

- Don’t worry about that, Melinda. At Childbot & Co we are 
not fooled by what people can do with their bots. Bots are 
built in the image of human beings, they are gendered, right? 
Also, we have provided for a so-called ‘sexual privatization’ 
parameter. This means that your little Jeremy will never 
divulge any information about his sexual activities with you. 
Unless it was hacked. However, hacking a bot is not the 
easiest. But here we enter the field of computer security and 
the judiciary. What would freedom be without risk?” 

Leaving the psychologist’s office, Melinda realized that her 
mind had finally come out of its little box and that before her 
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lay a vast horizon of possibilities. She felt immensely well, 
relieved. In the taxi taking her home, she phoned the little 
one, her little Jeremy, who was waiting for her, no doubt 
wotried to see heavy clouds of lead gathering in the sky. How 
she loved this little one, who needed to be reassured, who 
needed his mother, but who was also more than her child. 
When she hung up, after reassuring him that she was coming 
quickly, she found herself thinking about what was going to 
happen tonight. 

It would be too hot. They would both take a bath, naked. 
They would go to bed and they would love each other, 
tenderly at first, then with more strength and excitement. 
How she wanted, hanging from his mouth to her breasts, 
how she wanted him inside her, how she wanted them to 
enjoy total freedom. And, at the bottom of her sick mind, of 
freedom, a very small exciting thought made its nest: maybe, 
tomorrow evening, it would also please Coco... 
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You are the constellation in the sky of a summer night and 
the meteorite which breaks away from it, ignites and 
disintegrates in the upper layers of the atmosphere. You are 
the eclipse that drives men mad and announces omens. You 
are the tapering moon in its first quarter and the dark crater 
on the far side of this moon. You are the primordial nebula 
and all the worlds yet to come in its molten bosom. You are 
the age-old orbit that comets take. You are the silence of the 
explosions at the edge of the universe, illuminating the 
worlds and questioning men. You are the blue dwarf star 
concentrated like a diamond on the diadem of the night. But 
you tremble and shudder before the abyss of love; because 
you know that you will not escape the law of universal 
gravitation and that your victory will be in your fall when 
you come crashing down on the golden star. 

I am the hydrogen which nourishes the stars and the light 
of all the suns. I am the Zodiac and from my signs I write my 
love for you. I own ten thousand suns in the Andromeda 
galaxy. I own all the worlds in the fourth arm of the spiral 
and the blue and green planet that even the gods fight over. 
All this I give to you. I scream your name in the infinite 
spaces and my voice resounds in the solar wind, crosses the 
night on the electromagnetic waves. I come to you like the 
supernova seen even in broad daylight. And I’m overflowing 
with energy, I pour endlessly into the void. You stand 
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between the sun and the moon, believing you have found a 
balance, but you capsize and succumb to the ultimate truth. I 
follow the arrow Orion with its nebulous quill and I pierce 
your heart. I am the big bang and the expansion of the 
universe. I come to you slowly over millions of years, 
majestically, like a cluster of stars lusting after a new galaxy. 
I am the dust between the stars and the atoms scattered in 
the absolute void. My love is powerful like the explosion of a 
red giant star, it is incorruptible like the dense heart of a 
white dwarf star. Why isn’t my love repaid? 

I call you by the voice of the universe which is made of 
light. You are the wandering comet which comes each 
century to burn itself near the sun, moth attracted by the 
cosmic lamp. You are afraid of regular orbits and solar 
systems. You believe in the balance of all weights and you 
seek the point of this balance. So you oscillate between the 
interstellar vacuum and the planetary systems without ever 
finding your landing point. Love is imbalance and heaviness, 
it is obedience to the principle of entropy. You are the black 
hole that attracts, engulfs and repels, explodes all at once. 
Your heart is a condensed sun where the atoms are stripped 
of all their electrons. Stop, please, teetering on the edge of the 
abyss and plunge into darkness. Devour the void and break 
the silence and let your body burst into a belt of swirling 
asteroids. 

I own the Milky Way, the one that fed the thoughts of the 
Ancient Magi. I have a hundred thousand light years of stellar 
clouds and the satellites of a million planets. I am rich with 
all the energy that crosses the cosmos and all this I give to 
you. I howl through the voice of the pulsars and I explode for 
you like the meteorite which violently strikes the planet 
without atmosphere. You think you can escape the universal 
attraction and sail by denying the principle of inertia. But I 
am the dense and massive body which hollows out the space- 
time around it. I am the magnetic field which orders the 
ballet of the particles. You will slide towards me, following 
my lines of force and you will roll up with dignity and with 
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fluidity. Or you'll fall through endless space, slowly 
exploding as your atoms evaporate. Be in conjunction or be in 
opposition, but remember that you will not escape love since 
it is it who sustains the circle of the stars. Continued on the 


next planet ... 
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You are the beauty with the dove eyes and the lotus of the 
valleys bursting among the Barberries. You are the apple tree 
among the trees of the forest. Your name is a gushing oil. You 
are the beautiful mare with Pharaoh’s hitches. Your cheeks 
are harmonious among the jewels, as well as your neck 
besieged with necklaces. You are the dove in the clefts of the 
rock and the one that rises from the desert like palms of 
smoke, incensed with myrrh and olibanum, with all the 
powders of the peddler. Why is your heart closed? When will 
you open your wings beautiful dove? 

I own Solomon’s bed, surrounded by sixty heroes, all 
armed with swords, initiated into war. I have seven thousand 
ewes, and three thousand camels, and five hundred yoke of 
oxen, and five hundred female donkeys. I have the most 
precious stones, the diamonds of Africa and the scarlet rubies 
of India. I have a thousand jars full of those fragrant oils with 
which courtesans smear themselves, and the perfumes of 
Asia and the rarest spices in large bags. I own the gardens 
that no king has yet been able to visit, there are cedars that 
have seen the end of Eden, and olive trees more than a 
thousand years old, and unique flowers that are found 
nowhere else , all this I give to you. 

My love is strong like the ramparts of Babylon, it is 
powerful like the waves of the sea. I howl towards you like 
the storm and I send my waves in crashing assaults on the 
rocks of your lighthouse. Such is my love. Why isn’t it repaid? 
You fear heaven, and you fear hell, so I lead you to the edge of 
the cliff. Don’t be the besieged city anymore, open your doors 
to the barbarian invader and give him everything you have, 
because he brings you a lot in his savagery. Let his soldiers 


187 


ERIC LOONIS 


intoxicated with looting strip you naked and profane you, 
because it is good that one day the order of the world will 
turn around. Come to me, but don’t come so violently that 
you will destroy yourself. 

You are the beauty of the day, the beloved companion. 
Your eyes are pigeons, your hair a herd of goats descending 
Mount Gilaad, your teeth a herd of sheep coming up from 
bathing. Your lips are a cord of scarlet, your voice the celestial 
harmonies. Your cheek like a slice of pomegranate through 
the veil. Your neck is like the tower of David, built for 
trophies and a thousand shields hang there along with all the 
quivers of heroes. Your breasts, like the twin fawns of the 
gazelle, graze in the lotuses. Your lips are the mouth of the 
amphora, dripping with nectar, there is honey and milk 
under your tongue. 

You are a closed garden, my sister-fiancée, closed wave, 
sealed spring! Your fragrances, a paradise of pomegranates, 
with the fruit of succulences, henna and nards; you are the 
saffron, the cane and the cinnamon with all the wood of the 
olibanum. You are the myrrh, the aloe, with all the best 
spices. You are the spring of the gardens, the deep wells and 
their coolness, and the living and transparent waters 
between the grasses, and the golden-eyed frog hidden in 
these grasses. And behold, I come into your garden, my 
sister-fiancée. I stalk the myrrh with the herb, I eat the comb 
with the honey, I drink the wine with the milk. Such is the 
love with you. 

I will make for you pendants of gold with silver tips. I’m 
waiting for you like a king on his sofa and my nard perfumes 
the room. On my bed, in the nights, I look for the one my 
being loves. I looked for her, but did not find her. Rise 
towards yourself, my companion, my beauty, and go towards 
yourself! Meet your own destiny, your own face, in the 
reflections and accomplishments of love. 

Now, behold, the winter is past, the rain has ceased, it is 
gone. The buds have come out, the time of the nightingale 
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has come, the voice of the dove is heard on our land. The fig 
tree perfumes its syconias. The vines in growth give their 
perfume. And before the day swells and the shadows flee, you 
will go to yourself, to the Mount of Myrrh, to the Hill of 
Oliban. You will contemplate from the peaks of Amana, from 
Senirh and Heron, the three mountains of love, the immense 
plains of my garden. 

O, my sister-fiancée, you are the betrothed of the 
emperors, you are the offering on the altar of the Divinity, 
you are the Emissary for the holocaust of the jealous God. 
You are the buried treasure, for you thousands have died 
looking for you. You are the secret chamber at the heart of 
the pyramid and the ultimate stone at its summit, finger 
pointing to the sky. Your eyes are doves on a brook. Take your 
eyes away from me: they fascinate me! Your cheeks are a 
terrace of aromatics, towers of spices. Your lips are lotus 
petals, your hands golden spheres filled with emeralds. Your 
belly is an ivory chest set with sapphires. Your legs are 
alabaster columns founded on vermeil plinths. You are 
beautiful, my companion, like Tirsa, and harmonious and 
terrible like a mirage. How beautiful are your steps in sandals 
sewn with gold. The curve of your thighs, like jewels and the 
work of an artist. Your navel, lunar crater, contains 
mysteries. Your belly, like a stack of wheat enclosed in 
lotuses. Your wicket, hairless as a frog, opens delicately like a 
rosebud and does not lack mead. Your two breasts, like two 
fawns, twins of the gazelle. Your neck, like an ivory tower. 
Your eyes, the basins of Eshbon at the gate of Bat-Rabim. 
Your waist is like the palm tree, your breasts like vine 
branches. Why can’t you take or give? 

I am the bag of myrrh that spends the night between your 
breasts and the cluster of cypress in the Einguedi vineyard. 
My embraces are better than wine, my embraces are stronger 
than all the aromatics. I am the voice of the eternal lover. I 
leap over the mountains, I leap over the hills, like a deer. Here 
I am, I stand behind your wall, I watch for you at the 
windows and spy on you at the trellises to whisper to you 
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these words which warm the heart and kindle the entrails. 
Rise to yourself and meet your own destiny. Come to break 
and be reborn. Throw away the old skin and let yourself be 
subjugated. Be the queen-slave of your love, or let the wheel 
spin in the void of derision, but remember that love is that 
fragile child that devours the universe. Continued on the 


next stone... 
+ 


You are the erect black stone that pilgrims come to kiss and 
on which broken hearts pour out. You are hard as a rock of 
the desert, sharp as the grass of the plains which wounds the 
leg of the horse. Why does love make you so fierce? You are 
the enraged tigress who defends her cubs and the relentless 
fly who annoys harnessed oxen. You are the wave that 
engulfs the swimmer and the gust that overwhelms the 
sailboat. Today I speak to you from my own heart, without 
looking elsewhere for bricks to build my work. Today I didn’t 
show anything in front of you and in front of your fury, but 
my heart knew how to wait until my door was closed to 
burst. I am the lion cub abandoned and moaning in the tall 
grass; I am the baby bird fallen from the nest and the wolf 
whose leg broke in the hunter’s trap. Why so much harshness 
when it comes to love? 

I have the most beautiful leaves of autumn and all the 
songs that capsize hearts. I possess a thousand lacks, ten 
thousand absences and an infinity of deprivations and all 
this I give to you. You are the sword that rules the nations 
and this sword has kneaded my heart. You are the diamond, 
all bodies are bruised by your edges. You are Kali, the 
wrathful-looking dark goddess who wields the sword and the 
trident to break the ages. You are the war that falls on the 
peaceful people and the flooding river that comes out of its 
banks to drown the country. You are the lightning that 
ignites the fire in the forest and with you my heart is on fire. 

I am the eternal lover and the brave knight-errant for his 
Lady. I am the poor soldier caught in the grapeshot and the 
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woodcutter whose ankle is broken, wedged between the 
felled tree and the ground and who hears the wolves coming. 
How could I show you my shortcomings and my weaknesses 
in the face of so much anger? So I show you my strength and 
my determination and my detachment in attachment. I own 
the warm and fragrant evenings of summer. I possess these 
sacred and accursed books which speak of all the lovers’ 
games in the world. I have the perfect clock that makes time 
tick and the sweetest music to soothe hearts. All this I give to 
you. My heart is indomitable, he is the mad horse that knocks 
down and tramples the reckless trainer. He is the 
unstoppable avalanche that engulfs the village. He is the 
hurricane which carries away the roofs, breaks the trees and 
crushes the crops. This is also my love. Which captain can 
command this crazy boat? Will it be my black goddess? Will 
it be the white child with red eyes who appeared to the 
shepherds on the mountain? Who are these presumptuous, 
these unrealistic, these naive people who want to give orders 
to my heart? What? Could Cupidon be corruptible? Could we 
bribe him? Give him good reasons? Even the Sage of the 
Mountains, the one who breathes only the air of solitude, 
laughs at such unconsciousness. What must you become for 
me? A new scar in the heart? A memory of pain? The 
throbbing fire of an inextinguishable “Perhaps, if I had 
insisted enough?” Will you be the doubt that gnaws at those 
who believe they have taken the wrong path? 

You are the black that gives birth to the white by its own 
contrast. You are deep despair, so deep that from the depths 
hope is reborn. You are hate, twin sister of love, and your 
anger is the spray that whips the obstinate sailor and chisels 
his face. Your anger is the whip that invigorates the team, the 
spur that launches the gallop of the horse and the goad that 
advances the ox in front of the plough. You can close your 
door, ignore my love. You can walk away from me, you can 
simplify your life, you can renounce all that I am going to stir 
in you. You can run away! There is still time! This storm that 
I announce to you and which will break two hearts. But then 
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how will you know? How can you also not doubt? You the 
presumptuous, who wants to command the deep instincts 
that even the saints could not overcome, would you also 
pretend to read in the Book of Destiny? I know well that I 
bring you torment, for a time; but all the storms end by 
calming down, all the hurricanes end by calming down, the 
volcanoes themselves take their rest. 

I have the most beautiful dawns and the most picturesque 
dusks, when day and night embrace and tear each other 
apart. I own the beautiful days to come and the smell of hay 
after the storm. I own the laughter and the future joys and 
the tears of all the reunions. I own the chest in which are 
hidden the purest emotions and the wet laughter of the little 
child who hugs the toy for a moment lost. All this I give to 
you. Iam the one who only has the advantage of existing for 
you through his poems. I am the cog on the wheel of your 
destiny. Let me show you that I’m worth more than that. 
Please give me my luck in the round of life. 

But now, after all my arguments, stands your right! You 
don’t want my storm and my torment. I am the torrent 
which bends over the rock and becomes a waterfall. Iam the 
reed of the fable, the one that submits to the wind without 
breaking. I am the sailboat with the good architecture which 
leans without tipping under the gust. I am the field hospital 
that takes in the wounds and sadness of fallen warriors. 

My love was an insoluble paradox, because if I showed it 
strong and detached, you would have seen it calculating and 
selfish, and if I had shown it cold and passionate, you would 
have seen it mad and unhealthy. My love was all of these, but 
you really couldn’t take it in any form. But if you don’t take 
my love, at least don’t despise it by saying you’re unworthy 
of it or worse by dressing it in hormones. 

I see so many ugly women inside around me, so much 
weakness and confusion. Forgive my heart for having turned 
to the beauty of your soul, to the light of intelligence in your 
gaze, to your haughty and imposing carriage, as much as to 
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your outward beauty. I am not blind to your fragility either: 
you are human! Without continuation. 
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The feeling of soaring ceased just as his nose was both 
softened by the fragrant scent of grass and tickled by a few 
blades of that same grass. He was on his stomach and he told 
himself that he must be in a meadow or on a lawn. His eyes 
were closed and he felt he couldn’t open them right away. He 
had to get used to it. To what? He didn’t really know. On the 
other hand, his ears were attentive and he perceived very 
clearly the cries and laughter of children who were playing. It 
looked like a playground, in a school. The rest of his body 
seemed to him to be plunged into a state of great relaxation. 
He felt good, relaxed, comfortably settled on the grassy 
mattress. He didn’t want to leave, to move, to get up. But, 
after an indefinite time, it was little whispers that aroused, 
despite everything, his curiosity, and which made him decide 
to open his eyes and straighten up on his elbows. 

Four or five young children, girls and boys, stood bent over 
him and instinctively backed away, half-amused, half- 
frightened. What struck him immediately was that they 
were all completely naked. He finally got up and knelt in the 
grass, which definitely cheered up the toddlers who began to 
giggle at a good distance. Lowering his head, he saw that he 
himself was dressed in a white shirt and he felt naked 
underneath. He said to himself that he must be in the 
grounds of a hospital. The lawn was indeed that of a wooded 
park. The place was of great floral and landscape 
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magnificence. It was like on the side of a hill. He couldn’t see 
the top, hidden by the relief of the ground and the bushes. 
But below, he saw an immense plain, in the middle of which 
flowed a river. Not far away, lots of other children, all naked, 
frolicking, running one after another, engaged in various 
children’s games, all beaming, excited, laughing and 
shouting with joy. 

He stood up to approach them. When they saw him, the 
excitement seemed to drop suddenly, giving way to 
murmurs and whispers, the kids quickly huddled together in 
small protective groups. He immediately noticed the tallest 
of the girls, who must have been approaching ten years old, 
and their nudity automatically awoke a funny feeling in the 
lower part of his stomach. He tried to approach them, but 
they backed away as he walked. He wanted to bait them, give 
them something, candy, but he had nothing. He walked 
faster. They began to trot and began to panic. He got fed up 
and started running. He had to grab one. At that moment, 
there was panic and all the kids ran away screaming. 

Immediately, hovering in the air as if levitating, two 
effeminate guys appeared from who knows z’where, making 
“Oops! Oops! Oops!” To him they seemed like two big faggots 
and, as they also wore a white shirt, he said to himself that 
they had surely changed sex. 

Still, big faggots or not, when these two flying queers got 
their hands on him, he couldn’t resist for long. It wasn’t that 
they had applied any restraining force to him, but quite 
simply because upon contact with them he found himself 
totally paralyzed. They grabbed him and took him with them 
into the air, not very high, just about ten meters above the 
ground. Downstairs he saw the kids who had stopped 
running and were now looking up at him and the two faggots 
and pointed at them, chattering. 

“Who are you, let me go! he intimated. 

— My name is Gabriel and my bro is Michael.” 


196 


FRIDA 


He confirmed to himself that it had to be two fags. He 
didn’t even wonder how they could fly like that in the air, 
they just had to let him go! 

“What did I do? Where are you taking me?” 

It was Michael who answered him this time. 

“It’s WHAT you did and WHAT you were about to do that 
counts. And we’re taking you to the right place. 

— There must have been a little mistake, said the Gabriel in 
his smooth voice.” 

“What he did,” what had he done? He had the vague 
impression, indeed, of having done something, but he didn’t 
know what. Was it serious? He tried to regain control. 

“Well, I didn’t want to hurt the little girls, just talk to 
them. 

-Yes, that’s it, Michael said ironically in his thin voice. 
And that? Was it to discuss? And, with one hand, he fiddled 
with his sex through the nightgown. 

— But stop! You big faggot! 

— Oh, oh! There’s like a little erection there. 

—It suits you to call us fags, with what you were about to 
do, hey? 

~It’s okay, it’s okay, let me go, nothing happened ... 

- Yeah, it was about time we got there, said the Gabriel, 
sagely. 

— Where the hell am I?! 

- You'll soon know ... Said the two fags in chorus.” 

And they entered a mist, which had not been there a 
moment before. 

As they dropped him a meter off the ground, he wallowed 
on it like shit. Fortunately, the thick carpet, sky blue, 
cushions his fall. He was like in a gigantic hall, with a 
dizzying height of ceiling. In the distance, a kind of counter, 
like in an airport. And this idea of an airport seemed to 
remind him of something, but he couldn’t say what. 

“We're getting closer!” said one of the hostesses at the 
counter. He had just noticed them. 

The man got up and approached, groggy. 
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“Damn it! Will I finally know where I am?! 

- Ts, ts, said the other hostess, no swearing here. 

—- But where am I? Is ita church? A temple? A hospital? 

—A little of all that...” And much more, resumed the first 
hostess, the brunette. The other was blonde and she put her 
hand to her mouth. Obviously, both were looking at 
computer screens. 

“Ah! Look, it’s still a little jerk! 

- Where, oh yes! And then, ha! One hundred fifty-eight! 
Ah, you bastard, he did great that one. 

-Who is the ‘little jerk?? The man had arrived at the 
counter, which was too high for his chin. The girls watched 
him from above. 

— Abdelkader Moumouadhi, said ‘Kad,’ said ‘Moumow’ and 
now said ‘the flabby,’ is it really you? 

— I have never been called ‘the flabby one.’ 

-I know, it’s recent. 

—- Where I am? You will tell me at the end! 

- We'll let you guess, guy, the blonde said. You killed one 
hundred and fifty-eight people (and I’m not talking about the 
wounded, the traumatized). Does this ring a bell?” 

As it was painful to lift his head to look at the girls, as it 
was tiring to look up, naturally, his gaze always ended up 
falling on the edge of the counter in front of him. And it was 
while looking at this white marble border, veined with azure 
blue, that something clicked in him and, suddenly, his 
memory came back to him with pain. He collapsed at the foot 
of the counter, a paltry little thing that began to sob as if he 
counted for something in the great universe. 

He hadn’t do it. But IT had happened. But no, he was still 
alive! What had happened then? Why would he have killed a 
hundred and fifty-eight? The girl, the blonde, had told him 
one hundred and fifty-eight? He just remembered that at the 
last moment he had started rummaging under his clothes to 
stop the thing, so that it wouldn’t explode, because he didn’t 
want to die. He didn’t care about people, but he, at the last 
moment, he hadn’t had the courage, he no longer wanted to 
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do his martyrdom. He wanted to stay alive, he still wanted to 
see the sky, see women, feel his body, hear women’s voices. 
And, around him, voices, in fact, had begun to howl, people 
were seized with panic and were jostling and falling and 
being trampled. He was in the middle of the market, of the 
crowd, he was sweating, he was melted like wax, white as an 
Easter candle, he was really bad... And then, nothing. Yes, 
the kids naked on the lawn. But between the two, nothing. He 
thought they must have arrested him. That he was having 
amnesia, the psychological shock of it all. He must have been 
in some kind of psychiatric hospital. Something for crazy 
people. He wasn’t crazy! It was at this moment that he heard 
the catchphrase distilled mockingly by the two sluts at the 
counter: “He-has-no-balls! He-has-no-balls! He-has-no-balls!” 

Rubbing his face with both hands to hide his tears, he rose 
to his feet. 

“What are you saying? 

— A little jerk who has no balls, that’s what we say, said the 
chestnut. 

-Normal, said the blonde. “A jerk has no balls,” she 
explained to the other and both burst out laughing. 

- Good God, what happened? Are you going to tell me? 

— No ‘Good God’ in God’s House, said the blonde. 

—- What do you remember? asked the brunette.” 

Looking at the edge of the counter, he seemed to be 
reciting: “I remember, I was supposed to detonate a bomb in 
the middle of the market. I had to kill as many ‘ faithless dogs’ 
as possible, they told me. I had it on me, around my waist. I 
had to trigger it. But I couldn't, I didn’t ... I didn’t want to die. 
What happened? It couldn’t blow up! It’s me who... 

- You know, Kad, said the brunette, suddenly sympathetic, 
the others, those who stuffed your head, they knew very well 
that you had no balls. They used you as a transporter, that’s 
all. In fact, they are the ones who set off the bomb, from a 
distance. What do you conclude? 

-—Iam not dead?! 
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-Yes, yes, honey, said the blonde. What do you think, 
quite dead, and with one hundred and fifty-eight innocent 
victims. Want to know who you killed? Get him the list, 
please. 

-—Right away, it’s as if it were done.” And the brunette 
slipped him a print listing over the counter. 

He hovered over it. There were first names, surnames, 
sexes, ages. And it was the ages that made him shudder. 
There were lots of children, lots of women too. He wanted to 
pull himself together. He had balls, he had to put on a good 
face, save face, show off, as usual. 

“I don’t believe it,” anyway, he said haughtily, dismissively 
putting the listing down on the counter. 

“Ah, hey, that’s new, ‘you don’t believe it,’ you the 
‘believer,’ the ‘gullible’ too. The chestnut picked up her 
listing. 

- Anyway, if I were dead, they told me, the imam told me, 
the sheikh too, they assured me, I would be in paradise, with 
the seventy virgins. And I don’t see the virgins. You're 
kidding me, that’s all.” 

The two girls burst out laughing. “Seventy virgins,” 
something that seemed to amuse them madly. While Kad felt 
upset that the girls openly mocked him. 

“Come on, Kad, don’t make that face, said the brunette. 

-Do you want proof that you’re not on Earth anymore, 
honey?” said the blonde. 

She came out from behind the counter. She had descended 
a pair of stairs, but she remained a tall, beautiful girl, also 
dressed in a white nightgown. Kad also noticed that she was 
flat, no chest. “Too bad,” he said to himself. 

“Look down sweetie. Watch out, it’s going to go fast.” 

With both hands, as one does at the French Cancan, the 
girl lifted her shirt up to the waist for a very brief moment. 
The Kad was completely appalled: she had nothing! Like the 
Barbie doll! It was smooth, empty, an empty crotch! The girl 
had already gone back behind the counter. 

“So? said the brunette. 
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— Who are you?! 

-Angels, honey, said the blonde. This is my girlfriend 
Asaliah. Iam Moumiah. We’re angels, so you're really in the 
afterlife, so you're really ... died! 

— And the wings? 

- This little boy is not lacking in appropriateness, added 
Moumiah. 

- Yeah, he’s really shrewd, Asaliah confirmed. We hadn’t 
expected that: the wings. There, we’re finished. 

Kad could see they were still making fun of him. 

“Yeah, okay, I get it. You, the blonde, have a kind of flesh- 
colored panties, that’s all. 

Asaliah came down from behind the counter. She was 
barely smaller than her blonde friend, she had no breasts, 
too, and she lifted her shirt, too. 

-—Go ahead, man of little faith, see if it’s ‘flesh-colored 
panties.’ Go ahead!” 

Kad leaned down, not believing his eyes. 

“Come on, go ahead, you can touch like Thomas, the saint. 

- Who? 

-Nothing, nobody, let it go. Go ahead, touch! Don’t be 
afraid!” 

Stung, he touched. He put his hand in the Asaliah’s basket 
and he tried as much as he could, nothing! The basket was 
empty. As if he had touched her armpit. The obvious began to 
impose itself on his mind. 

“As for the wings, said the brunette who had joined the 
back of the counter, it’s a cliché, a representation. We’re 
levitating, like you experienced with the angels Gabriel and 
Michael who brought you here, so we don’t need wings. We 
don’t need to lean on the air like birds, since we fly in a way, 
let’s say, miraculous. Got it?” 

As in the elementary mind of the young man “angel” was 
associated with paradise, this is what he concludes: “So, Iam 
in Paradise? I’m really dead and I’m in Heaven? 

-— Yes, my darling, you are in Heaven, confirmed Moumiah 
the blonde. You are with the angels. With Ariel, Berjael, 
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Nanael, Omael, Umabel, Sealiah, Sitael, Elemiah and so on. All 
angels! 

-And... Are the seventy virgins the little ones I saw in the 
park? 

-Ah, he cares about his ‘seventy virgins!’ Asaliah said 
aside. 

— My poor Abdelkader, the blonde went on, condescending. 
You got fucked deep. There is no paradise for terrorists, 
killers of innocent people. Not only did your masters make 
you believe that you were going to order the explosion, but 
they also made you believe that you could be rewarded in the 
afterlife for suicide and mass murder. You are more than 
credulous, you are an idiot! 

- But Iam a martyr! A jihadist! 

-Martyr my ass! exclaimed the brunette. Any fool 
commits suicide. You didn’t even suffer martyrdom! 

- Yes, and the ‘jihad,’ said the other blond angel, it’s a big 
bullshit! They’re just assholes manipulating other assholes, 
with the alibi of religion, to serve their own selfish interests. 

— However, Iam in Heaven!” 

The blond angel looked sideways at the chestnut angel: 
“We tell him?” “Of course,” said the other, “We tell him.” 

“You got here by mistake. As your soul was mingled with 
the souls of the sixty-three innocent children you killed 
(probably also, because at the last moment, ‘no-balls,’ you 
gave up setting off your bomb), the filtering went wrong and 
you landed nose in the lawn. 

-Yeah, continued Moumiah, and when you started 
lustfully chasing the girls, we quickly spotted you and our 
friends, Gabi and Mike (‘Oops, oops, oops’), quickly left to pick 
you up. And that’s the whole story: errare deum est.'° 

-I didn’t want to hurt them, I said so... And the image of a 
police station came to his mind. 

- Yes, yes, Asaliah said mockingly. The penis half erect and 
‘he didn’t want to hurt them! In Heaven, guy, you can’t hide 


10 Error is divine. 
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anything, neither your erections nor your deepest thoughts. 
So, admit it: “When you get that little red beaver right there in 
front of you, I don’t think it’s crazy at all...”'1Is that your 
opinion, Abdelkader?” 

Stuck in a corner, the Abdelkader did not know what to 
say. He felt shitty, a no balls, a pervert, a murderer. Of course 
he didn’t deserve Heaven. And what’s more, he was dumb, 
stupid, he had been fooled with this story of the seventy 
virgins. First class bullshit! He had to get out of it, one way or 
another. 

“Allah, finally God, He is merciful, what, He forgives? Hey? 
I apologize, sincerely, I’m really an idiot, I messed up, first 
class. I apologize, sincerely. 

-It was a good try, but it’s useless, you have no chance, 
even if you were Saint Abdelkader, explained Asaliah. 

- Why? 

- Paradise is only open, accessible, as you have seen for 
yourself, to young innocent children. No teenager, no adult, 
is admitted, it’s bad luck, but that’s how it is, sorry. 

- But why? There are many saints, just and good men, who 
have only done good? 

-In fact, the Boss just created the woman and the man to 
produce children ... 

—Excuse me: the man and the woman. He first created 
man and then woman. 

- What you think! brutally intervened the blond Moumiah. 
God first created the reproductive being, of course! So the 
woman. And then He created the means of reproduction, the 
little sperm  ejaculators. Totally secondary beings, 
insignificant apart from their sperm function. He gave them 
aggression so that they could compete with each other (‘and 
may the best man win!’). And that’s how the little guys 
became big machos. 

— Yeah, continued the brown Asaliah. It is obvious that no 
adult, no matter how holy, is worthy to sit at His table. But, 


"1 “Plight over the Cuckoo’s Nest” by MiloS Forman, 1975. 
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from the start, the system was not that, at all, at all! That’s 
the mythology of paradise that you tell yourself. In reality, 
the process is to make you produce children. Among these 
children, some die prematurely and it is these that He 
receives in His paradise in order to brighten it up. That’s all 
folks! 

- This is not normal. God is a pedophile or what? 

-If you want! said the brunette. In any case, you have no 
place with us. 

- And why are all the toddlers naked? Hey? 

- And the nudists on the beach? Hey? replied the blonde, 
imitating him. 

- We allow them to take off their nightgown so as not to 
get it dirty and so that they are more comfortable having fun. 
Nothing unhealthy there. Explained the other angel. 

-Ido not believe it, insisted the little jerk. 

-We'’re not asking you to believe it, honey, the blonde 
whispered. Time has come, by the way.” 


And the young Abdel, 
went straight down to hell. 
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SUMMARY 


FRIDA 

JCON TV 

PUT IT VERY DEEP 

DO YOU LOVE ME? 
DON’T MESS AROUND BABY! 
THERE WILL BE A SEQUEL 
NO, NO! 

A GRAIN OF SAND 

HOW THEY GOT US 
CHILDBOT MY LOVE 

YOU ARE 

OOPS ! OOPS! OOPS ! 
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An invitation to get away from reality. 


To invite Frida Kahlo to the restaurant ... Jesus who announces to 
the TV news that he is coming to save the world ... Robert and 
Tony who find themselves locked in a pyramid, oh dear! And then, 
she no longer hears her heart beating, but does he love her? She 
no longer hears her heart beating, but will she get rid of him? In 
any case, these two, through emails, make a dialogue of the deaf, 
and it could end badly ... Did you know that good nightmares exist? 
No, no? If a grain of sand could speak, what would it say? One day, 
perhaps, they will lock us all in virtual universes ... One day, perhaps, 
a robot child will come to fill a woman in need of children, who 
knows? “You are”, he writes to her, because she is everything to 
him! And then, when the switch between hell and paradise goes 
wrong. Oops! Fortunately, angels are keeping an eye! Phew! A 
collection of short stories, big and small, to have fun, to be 
emotional, to be surprised, to laugh and to cry. A little delight! 


“- | am indeed a childbot, | am eight years old, my name is 
Jeremy, | am an AFT-5800, latest generation and ... this is my 


human mother Melinda.” 
ISBN 9782957738786 
| | | l] | 
o732957"738786 


